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TO THE RIGHT HON. 


JOHN EARL OF BUTE, 


GROOM OF THE STOLE To HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 
THE PRINCE OF WALES. 
CCC —— — ü 


. 


MY LORD, 
THE generous concern you were pleased to express for tbe 
anxic ties of a young Author, then wholly unknown to your 
Lordsbip, and trembling for bis first attempt towards ** the 
graveit, moralest, and most profitable of all poems, as 
Milton calls a Tragedy, <vas the distinguishing mark of a 
mind truly great, and endued with those fine feelings which 


are the ornaments of even greatness itself. To this your 


innale partiality for every eudea uur in the polite arts I 
must ascribe it, that the following scenes met with an carly 
approbation from your Lordibip; an approbqtion that was 


at once the Author's ride, and bis strongest auurance of 


SUCCESS. 


be Public FED indeed very far outgone my mot an- 


gune hopes, in their reception of this piece : but now, my 
Lord, the Orphan has another severe trial to go through ; 


he must adventure into the world, unassisted by the adwan- 


tages of representation: he must enter your Lerdibip's 


closet, and there stand the examination of the most atcu- 


rate criticim: In meti descendat judicis aures. This 
cannot but be an alarming circumstance io a wwriter fully 


conscious of his aun inability; who bas not been able en- 
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tirely to Pleaze even his own taxte; ; who derpatrs of Salts. 


Hing others of a more exalted relish in the arts, and there. 
fore croves at your Lordsbip"s bands that protection to bi; 


industry, wwhich, he is aware, cannot be granted to bis 
merit B | | : G " 


J bave the bonour to remain, with the trust reed, 


and aost grateful acknowiedgment, } 


My Lord, your Lordshiy"s most obliged, 


Aud moit devoted bumble ger ant, 


ARTHUR MURPHY. 


— 1759. 
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A LeTTER to you from an English author will carry 
with it the appearance of corresponding with the ene- 


my; not only as the two nations are at present involved 


in a difficult and important war, but also because in 


many of your late writings you seem determiisd to 


live in a state of hostility with the British Nation, 
Whenever we come in your way, we are ferocious, 
we are islanders, we are the people whom your coun- 


"try has taught, we fall behind other nations in point 
of taste and elegance of composition; the same cause 


* that has withheld from us a genius for painting and 
music, has also deprived us of the true spirit of 
Tragedy; and, in Bere barbarism still prevails 
among us. 


@$-: 


But, notwithstanding this vein of prejudice, hielt 


has discoloured almost all your fugitive pieces, there 
till breathes throughout your writings such a general 


spirit of humanity and zeal for the honour of the Re- 


public of Letters, that I am inclined to imagine” the 
author of the English Orphan of China (an obscure 
islander) may still address'you upon terms of INE: 
literary er r | 


#P 


: 


* 


10 M. DE VOLTAIRE. 


As 1 have attempted a tragedy upon a subject that 
has exercised your excellent talents, and thus have 
dared to try my strength in the how. of Ulysses, I hold 
myself in some sort accountablego M. De Voltaire for 
the departure I have made from his plan, and the sub- 
stitution of a new fable of my own. 


My first propensity to this story was occasioned by 
the remarks of an admirable critic * of our own upon 
the Orphan of the House of Chau, preserved to us by 
the industrious and sensible P. Du Halde, which, as 
our learned commentator observes, anudst great wild. 
ness and irregularity, has still some traces of resem- 


blance to the beautiful models of antiquity. In my 


reſlections upon this piece, I imagined I saw a blemish 
in the manner of saving the Orphan, by the tame re- 
signation of another infant in his place; espccially 
when the subject afforded so fair an opportunity to de- 
lineate the strugglings of a parent on $0 trying an oc- 
casion. It therefore occurred to me, if a fable could 


he framed, in which the Father and the two Young 


Men might be interwoven with probability and perspi- 
cuity, and not embarrassed with all the perplexities of 
a riddle, as, you know, is the case of the Heraclius 
of Corneille, that then many situations might arise, in 


which some of the nearest affections of the heart might 
be awakened : but even then I was too conscious tuat 


" I — 1 


* Mr. Hurd, in his Commentary nad Horace. 


A. © © 


TO M. DE VOLTAIRE, * vi 
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this must be executed in its full force by a genius very 


different from myself. 


In this state * Sir, I _ with ole that 
M. de Voltaire had produced at Paris his L'Orphelin 
de la Chine: I ardently longed for. a perusal of the 
piece, expecting that such a writer would certainly 
zeize all the striking incidents which might naturally 
grow out of so pregnant a story, and that he would 


leave no source of passion unopened.” I was in some 


sort, but not wholly disappointed: Isa M. De Vol- 
taire rushing into the midst of things at once; opening 
his subject in an alarming manner; and, after the nar- 
rative relating to Gengiskan is over, working up his 


| first act =_ a poet indeed, 


' Meum gui pectus inaniter angit 
| - Ut Magus, © 
In the beginning of the onions a, hes again wad 
our affections with a master-hand ; but, like a rower _ 
who has put forth all his strength, and suddenly Slack- 


ens his exertion, I saw, or imagined I saw him give 


way all at once; the great tumult of the passions is 
over; the interest wears away; Gengiskan talks poli- 
tics; the tenderness of a mother, fiying with all the 
strong impulses of nature to the relief of her child, is 
thrown into cold unimpassioned narrative; the role 
four amoureux: must have its place, and the. rough 


conqueror of a whole people must instantly become 


* * 
* 
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Je Chevalier KEYS) as errant a lover as ever dig 
ed in the Thuilleries at Paris. Your own words, Sir, 
strongly expressive of that manly and sensible taste, 
which distinguishes you throughout Europe, occurred 
to me on this occasion: Quelle place pour la galan- 
* terie que le parricide & Finceste, qui desolent une 
* famille, & la contagion qui ravage un pais? Et quel 


exemple plus frapant du ridicule de notre theatre, & 


© du pouvoir de Fhabitude, que Corneille d'un cote, 
6 qui fait dire à Theste. 
» © Quelque ravage affreux qu'ttale ici Ia peste; 
L'absence aux vrais amans est encore plus funeste. 
© Et moi, qui, soixante ans apres lui, viens faire parler 
une vielle Jocaste d'un viel amour: & tout cela pour 
© complaire au goũt le plus fade & le plus faux qui ait 
jamais corrumpu la literature. Indeed, Sir, Gen. 
giskan, in the very moment of overwhelming a whole 
nation, usurping a crown, and massacring the royal 
family, except one infant, whom he is in quest of, ap- 
peared to me exactly. like the amorous Ædipus in the 
midst of a destructive plague. Nunc nom erat lis 
locus. — How would that noble performance, that 
chef d u ον e of your country, the Athalie of Racine, 


have been defaced by the gallantry of an intrigue, if a 


tyrant had been introduced to make love to the wife 
of the high-priest ? or if Joad, entertaining a secret at- 
feftion tor Athalie, and being asked what orders he 
would give relating to the delivery of his country, 
should answer, aucune, none at all.—And yet this 
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TO M. DE VOLTAIRE, | ix 
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is the language of a northern conqueror, whining fur 
a Mandarine's wife, who has no power of resisting, 
and baving no relation to the royal family, could not, 


by an intermarriage, strengthen his interest in the 
crown. But to you, who have told us that Love J. 
should reign a very tyrant in tragedy, or not appear 
there at all, being unfit for the second place; to you, 
who have said that Nero should not hide himself be- 

hind a tapestry, to overhear the conversation of his mi- 


tress and his rival; to you, Sir, what need I urge these 
remarks? To ſill up the long career of a tragedy with 


this episodic. love must certainly have been the motive 
that led you into this error; an error I take the li- 


herty to call it, because I have observed it to be the 


hackneyed and ineffectual stratagem of many modern 


writers, Within the compass of my reading, there is 
hardly a bad man in any play, but he is in love with 
zome very good woman : the scenes that pass between 
them, I have always remarked, are found dull and un- 
awakening by the audience, even though adorned with 


all the graces of such composition as yours, of which 


it is but justice to say, that it _ embellishments 
upon every subject. 


For me, Sir, who only draw in crayons, who have no 
resource to those lasting colours of imagination with 


which you set off every thing; a writer such as I am, 


Sir, could not presume to support that duplicity of pas- 


500 which runs through your piece. I could not pre- 
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* | TO M. DE VOLTAIRE, | 
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tend, by the powers of style, to suborn an audience in 
favour of those secondary passages, from which their 
attention naturally revolts. A plainer and more sim. 
ple method lay before me, I was necessitated to keep 
the main object as much as possible before the eye; 
and therefore it was that I took a survey of my subject, 
in order to catch at every thing that seemed to me to 
result with order and propriety from it. A scantiness 
of interesting business seemed to me a primary defect 
in the construction of the French Orphan of China, 
and that I imagined had its source in the early date of 
your play. By beginning almost gemino ab ov, 
by making the Orphan and the Mandarine's son chil. 
dren in their cradles, it appeared to me that you had 
stripped yourself of two characters, which might be 
produced in an amiable light, so as to engage the af- 
fections of their auditors, not only for themselves, but 
consequentially for those also to whom they should 


stand in any degree of relation. From this conduct I 


proposed a further advantage, that of effacing the very 
obvious resemblance to the Andromache, which now 
strikes every body in your plan. This last remark I 
do not urge against accidental and distant coinciden- 
cies of sentiment, dition, or fable. Many of the 
. _ Greek plays, we know, had a family-likeness, such as 

an CEdipus, an Electra, an Iphigenia in Tauris, in 
Aulis, a Merope, &c. But what is a beauty in Racine, 


zeems in his great successor to be a blemish. In the 


: former, nothing depends on the life of Astyanax but 
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what was very natural - the happiness of the mother: 
in the latter, the fate of a kingdom is grafted upon 
the fortunes of an infant; and I ask your own feel- 
ings, (for no body knows the human heart better) 
whether an audience is likely to take any considerable 
interest in the destiny of a babe, who, when your 
Zamti has saved him, cannot produce any change, any 
revolution in the affairs of China? No, Sir; the con- 
quered remain in the same abject state of vassalage, 
and the preservation of the infant king becomes there 
fore almost uninteresting, certainly unimportant :- 
whereas, when the Orphan is grown up to maturity, . 
when he is a moral agent in the piece, when a plan is. 
laid for revenging himself on the destroyers of his fa- 
mily, it then becomes a more pressing motive in the” 
Mandarine's mind; nay, it is almost his duty, in such. 
2 case, to sacriſice even his own offspring for the good 
of his country. In your story, Sir, give me leave to 
zay, I do not see what end can be answered by Zamti's 
loyalty ? His prospett is at least so distant that it be- 
comes almost chimerical. And. therefore, as history 
warrants an expulsion of the Tartars; as it was not 1 
upon the first inroad, but in process of time and xx | 
perience, that they learned to incorporate themselves 
with the conquered, by adopting their laws and cus- 
tons, I had recourse to my own. preconceived notions. 
Whether I was partially attached to them, or whether. 
my reasonings upon your fable were . * Sir, and 
the public, will determine. „ 1 
1 ij 


> Wn TO M. DE VOLTAIRE. 


You will perceive, Sir, in the English Orphan some 


occasional insertions of sentiment from your elegant 
performance. To use the expression of the late Mr. 


Dryden, when he talks of Ben Jonson's imitation of 
the ancients, you will often track me in your showv, For 
this I shall make no apology, either to the public or to 


you: none to the public, because they have applauded 


some strokes for which I am indebted to you; and 
none certainly to you, because you are well-aware I 
have m this instance followed the example of many 


admired writers; Boileau, Corneille, and Racine, ing 


France; and in England, Milton, Mr. Addison, and 
Mr. Pope: It was finely said by you, (I have read the 


story, and take it upon trust) when it was objected to 


the celebrated Abbe Metastasio, as a reproach, that he 
had frequent transfusions of thought from your writ- 
ings, © Ah! le cher voleur! il m'a bien embelli. 
This talent of embellishing I do not pretend to: to 


_ avail myself of my reading, and to improve my own 


productions, is AM I can pretend to; and that, I flat. 
ter myself, I have done, not only by transplanting 
from you, but also from many of the writers of anti. 
quity. H the authorities I have above mentioned 


were not sufficient, I could add another very brigit | 


example, the example of M. De Voltaire, hom I have 
often tracked, to use the same expression, in the m 
of Shakspere. The snow of Shakspere is but a cold ex- 
pression; but perhaps it will be more agreeable to you 
than a word of greater energy, that shotid convey a 
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| TO M. DE VOLTAIRE. „ 

— — —U— — — — 11 
full idea of the astonishing powers of that great man I! 
for we islanders have remarked of late, that M. De = 
Voltaire has a particular satisfaction in descanting on i 
the faults of the most wonderful genius that ever ex- 
isted since the æra of Homer, and that too, even then, 
when he is under obligations to him; insomuch that 
a very ingenious gentleman of my acquaintance tells 
me, that whenever you treat the-Eaglish bard as a 
drunken savage in your avant propos, he always deems 
it a sure prognostic that your play is the better for 


If the great scenes of Shakspere, Sir; if his bound- 
less view of all nature -the lawn, the wilderness, the 
blasted heath, mountains, and craggy rocks, with 
thunder and lightning on their brows if these cannot 
strike the imagination of M. De Voltaire, how can 
I expect that the studied regularity of my little shrub-' 
bery should afford him any kind of pleasure? To drop 
the metaphor, if the following tragedy does not appear 
to you a monstrous Farce, it is all I can reasonably 
expect. But whatever may be your opinion of it, I 
must beg that you will not make it the criterion by 
which you would decide concerning the taste of the 
English nation, or the present state of literature among 
us. What you have humbly said of yourself, in ordey 
to do honour to your nation, I can assert with truth 
of. the author of the English Orphan, that he is one of 
the worst poets now in this country. It is true, in. . 

ii 


xiv TO M. DE VOLTATRY, 
deed, that the play has been received with uncommon 
applause; that so elegant a writer. as the author of 
Creusa-and the Roman Father was'my critic and'my 
friend; and that a great deal of very particular honour 
has been done me by many persons of the first distinc- 
tion. But, give me leave to say, they all know the 
faults of the piece as well as if it had been discussed 
by the Academy of Belles Letters. We are a gene- 
rous nation, Sir; and even the faintest approaches to 
merit always meet here the warmest encouragement. 
One thiag further I will assure you, in case you should 
discover any traces of bar barism in the style or fable, 
That if you bad been present at the representation, 
you would have seen a theatrical splendor conducted 
with a b:enseance unknown to the Scene Francoise ;' the 
performers of Zaphimri and Hamet, by their interest. 
ing manner, would have made you regret that you had 
not enriched your picee with two characters, to which 
a colourist, like you, would have given the most beau- 
tiful touches of the pencil, had the idea struck your 
fancy; and, though a weak state of health deprived the 
play of so fine an actress as Mrs. Cibber, you would 
have beheld in Mandane a figure that would be an or- 
nament to any stage in Europe, and you would have 
acknowledged that her acting promises to equal the 
elegance of her person: moreover, you would have 
seen a Zamti, whose exquisite powers are capable of 
adding pathos and harmony even to our great Shak- 
spere, and have alrrady been the chief support of some 
of your own scenes upon the English st age. 


Sk 
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70 M, DE YOLTAIRE. | * XV 
Upon the whole, Sir, I beg you will not imagine that 
I have written tit tragedy: in the fond hope of eclip- 
sing so celebrated a Writer ad M. De Voltaire : I had 
an humbler motlve, Profter amorem quod te imitari aveo. 
Could I do that in any distant degree, it would very 


amply gratify the ambition of, 
Sir, your real admirer, 
And most humble servant, 
The AUTHOR of the 
Okr HAN of CHINA. 


London, April, 30, 1759. 
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SPOKEN BY MR. HOLLAND, _ | 
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Exovoꝝ of Greece and Rome. The exbauted tore 

Of either nation now can charm no more; * 

Ev'n adwventitious helps in vain we ry, 

Our triumphs Tanguish in the public cye; 

And grave procesnons, muzically lego, 

Here pass unheede4—as a Lord Mayor's chew, 
On eagle wings the poet of to-night _ 

Sears for fresb wirtues to the Source of light, 

To China's eastern realm: and boldly bears 


Confucius" morals to Britannia g ears. TM 


Accept tb imported boom; as echoing Greece _ 

Receid d from wand" ring chiefs ber golden fleece 3 

Nor only richer by the spoils become, 

But praise th* advent" rous youth, wwho brings them home. 
One dubious character, wwe rwn, be draws, 

A patriot zealous in a Monarchs cause! * 

Nice is the tant the varying band to guide, 

And teach the blending colours to divide ; 

Where, rainbow-like, th* encroaching tints invade 


Each other" s bounds, and mingle light wwith thade. f 


If then, assiduous to obtain bis end, 


Ton find too far the subjects xcal extend ; 


If undistinguish*d loyalty prevails 
Where nature 3 and reg affecbion fail 


hy 
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PROLOGUE, _ xvit 

On China's tenets charge the fond mistake, 
And spare his error for bis virtue g sale. 

From nobler motives our allegiance springs, 
For Britain knows no Right Divine in Kings. © © 
From Freedom”: choice that boatted right arose, 
And through each line from Freedom's choice it flows, 
Justice, with Mercy join d, the thront maintains ; - - 
And in his Ptople's Hearts our Monarch reigns. 
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TrxevaxAan, Emperor of the Tartars, + r. HA van. 
Ocran, a Tartar General, - - - Mr. Bzaxsr. 
Zauri, a Mandarine Mr. Ga nnicx. 
Eran, educated as his Son, -. - Mr. Mossor. 

Hamer, a youthful Captive, - - - Mr. Hortaxp, 
Moxar, 2 faithful Eriend of Zamti, - Mr. Byaron. 

Minvar, a Chinese in the Tartar's ser- 79 : 

vice, secretly a friend of Zamti, 5 Mr. Davies. 


Orasming, F . Mr. Packer. 
Ziuvsvri, 5 3 ** 7 Mr. AUsTIN. 
Maxrexx, Zamii's wife, = - - = - - Mrs, Lars. 
Messenger, Guards, &c. 
— — 
Scene, Pekin, Capital of Chins. 
— — — ——d — 
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THE ORPHAN OF CHINA. © 
| ACTI. SCENE I. 


Enter MANDANE and MIRVAN. 
| Mandane. 
No, never; Mirvan, never—still this heart 
Must throb with ceaseless woe—All-gracious Heav'n! 
Will not this palace, drench'd in gore; the crown. 
Of China's kings fix d on the Tartar's brow 
Win not a tract of twenty years in bondage 
Ah | will not these suffice; without a fresh cause 
Of ditter anguish in Mandane's breast 
Mir, Better suppress these unavailing tears, 

This fruitless flood of grief. 1 
Man. It will not be hs 
Ev'n *midst the horrors of this dismal hour, | 

When fate has all transferr'd from lost Cathai 
To vile barbarian hands; in such an hour, 
This heart, revolting from the public cause, 
Bleeds from a private source; bleeds for the woes. 
That hang o'er Zamta' $ house. . 
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20 THE ORPHAN OF CHINA, 42 1, 
| ir. Alas! Mandane, 
N 5 the gen'ral wreck, who does not feel - 
The keen domestic pang ? | 
Man. Ves, all. We all | oh a 


Must feel the kindred-tonch ; daity ihe cries 
Of widows, orphans, father, son, and brother, 
In vain are sent to heav'nz—the wasteful rage 
Of these barbarians—these accurs'd invaders 
Burns with increasing fire the thunder still 
Rolls o'er our heads, threatening with hideous crash 
To fall at once, and bury us in ruin. 
Mir. And quickly fall it must !—the hang of heav'n 


Weighs this great empire down. 


Man. Nay, tax not Heaven! 


Alwighty Justice never bares it's arm 


*Gainst innocence and truth. Tis Timurkan, 
That fell barbarian—that insatiate waster——— - 


May curses blast the Tartar !—he—tis he 


Has bore down all, and still his slaught'ring sword 
In yonder field of death, where Corea's troops 
Made their last stand for Liberty and China, 
Crimsons the land with blood. This battle lost, 
Oh! then farewel to all l— But, Mirvan, dax. | 
How came the tidings ? 

- Mir. From yon lofty tow'r, 
As my eyes, straining tow'rd the distant plain, 
Sent forth an anxious look, through clouds of dust 
The savage bands appear'd; the western sun 
Gleam d vn their burnish'd helms; and soon a shout 
From the glad multitude preclaim'd th* approach 
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48 I. THE ORPHAN OF china. = 
of Timurkan ;—elared with new conquest, | | 
The tyrant comes, and where his wrath will stop 
Heav'n only knows! 

Man. Oh! there—there lies the thought 
At which imagination starts, appall' 4* | 
With horror at the scene her busy workings 
Have colour'd to my sight—there lies the thought 
That wakens all a mother's rn 
[ tremble for my son 

Mir. Your son!—kind Heay' na! | os 
Have you not check'd his ardour ?—with your tears, 
Your soft authority, restrain'd the hero 
From the alarms of war 

Man, Alas, good Mirvan, 

Thou little know! st his danger | but chat truth 
Must never -pass these lips. 

Mir. I hope Mandane 4 
Doubts not my honest zeal—full well you know : 
I bear this tyrant deep and mortal hate; | . 
That under him I list, and wear this garb 
In hopes that some occasion may arrive, 

When I may strike an unexpected blow, 
And do my country right. ; 

Man. Thy loyalty, 

Thy truth and honour have been ever spotless. 
Besides thy wrongs, thy countless wrongs, the wounds 
He gave your injur'd family and name | 

Mir. Alas! those wounds must still lie bleeding here, 
Untented by the hand of time—Not all 
His lenient arts, his favours heap'd upon me, 

C 
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| Shall cool the burning anguish of my soul. 


What he, that slew my father !—dragg'd my sister, 
Blooming in years, to his detested bed! _ 

Yes, tyrant, yes: — thy unextinguish'd foe 

Dwells in this bosom. Surely then to me 


Mandane may reveal her grief her wrongs 


Will add new fuel to my hidden fires, 


nen | 


Man. Urge no more 
My woes must rest conceal'd—yet should the tyrant 
Learn from the captives of yon vanquish'd host, 


That China's Orphan breathes the vital air, 


And to himself unknown, within his breast 
Unconscious bears the gen rous glowing uns ; 

Of all the virtues of his royal line ; 

Oh! should they know that the dear youth survives, 


That for his righteous cause this war began, 


Their fury then would kindle to a blaze, 
Might wrap the world in flames, and in the ruin 
My- blameless son must perish } | 

Mir. Seek not thus 
To multiply the ilts that hover round you; 
Nor from the stores of busy fancy add 


- New shafts to fortune's quiver. Zamti's care 


Hath still deceiv'd suspicion's wakeful eye; 
And o'er the Mandarine his manners pure, 
And sacred function, have diſfus'd an air 
Of venerable awe, which e en can teach 
These northern foes to soften into men. 
Man. Ves, Mlirvan, yes—Religion wears a mich 


4 


' Your husband this way dend 
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In Zamti's person $0 severely mild, 1 


— 


That the fierce Scythĩan rests upon his spear, 


And wonders what he feels! Such is the charrm 

Of heart - felt virtue; such is nature's force 

That speaks abroad, and in rude northern heart: 

Can stamp the image of an awful God. 

From that source springs some hope ;—Wretch that 
I am! | 


Hope idly flutters o on my trembling tongue, 


While Melancholy, brooding o'er her wrongs, 
Lays waste the mind with horror and despair. 
— What noise is that 
Mir. Compose this storm of er 4 
In ev'ry sound your fancy bears the Tartar 


* 
= 


Man. Celestial Pow*'rs! - 


What lab'ring sighs heave in his breast ?—what terror i 


Rolls in the patriot's eye haste, Mirvan, hence; 
Again look out; gather the flying news, 
And let me know each circumstance of ruin. 


ON Enter ZAMT1. 
Man. Zamti l A 
Zanitj. Mandane! . + 
Mar. Ah! what hast thou . | 

What hast thou heard ?—Tell me has fate 8 
The doom of China? 
Lamti, China is no more. 
The eaztern world is lost—this mighty empire 
Falls with the universe beneath the stroke 
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[Exit Mirvan. 
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Of savage force---falls from it's tow” ring hopes; 
For ever, ever fall'n! 

Man. Vet, why, ye Pow'rs! 
Why should a tyrant, train'd to lust and murder, 
A lawless ravager from savage wilds, 


, 


| Where cheerful day ne er dawns, but low'ring heav'n 


For ever rolls a turbulence of clouds; 


Why should a monster thus usurp the world, 
And trample fair simplicity from ill 


Beneath his rufhan feet? 
Zamti. Far hence, Mandane, 

Those happy days, alas! are fled, when peace 

Here nurs'd her blooniing olives, and sbed round 


_ 


Her fost'ring influence. In vain the plan 


Of sacred laws, by hoary elders taught, 
Laws founded on the base of public weal, 
Gave lessons to the world. In vain Confucius 
Unlock d his radiant stores of moral truth; 

In vain bright science, and each tender muse, 
Beam'd ew'ry elegance on polish'd life 
Barbarian pow'r prevails. Whate er our sages taught, 
Or genius could inspire, must fade away, 

And each fair virtue wither at the blast 


Oft northern domination. 


Man. Fatal day! 
More fatal een thin that, which first beheld 


This race accurs'd within these palace walls, 


Since hope, that balm of wretched minds, is now | 
Irrevocably lost. : 


ami. Naine not the day, 
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From tbe dire slaughter of his ancient line. 


Ive hid him from the world, and from himself, 


The paths of safety, still invelope him 


+ 


Which saw this city sack d fresh stream my eyes, 

Fresh bleeds my heart, whene'er the sad idea _ , | 

Comes o'er my tortur 'd mind. Why, cruel Pow' rs! 

Why in that moment could not Zamti fall? 
Max. Thy sanctity, the symbol of thy God, 

Made ev'n the conqueror suspend his blow, 

And murmur soft humanity. High Heavn 

Protected thee ſor its own great designs; 

To save the royal child, the new. born babe, 


Zamti. Ves, my Mandane, in that hour of cunage- 7 
For purposes yet in the womb of time, | | 
I was reserv'd. I was ordain'd to save 

The infant boy; the dear, the precious charge, 
The last of all my kings: — full twenty years 


And now I swear Kneel we together here; 
While in this dreadful pause qur souls rene, 
Their solemn purpose. - [Both kneel... 
Thou all. gracious Being, | 
Whose tutelary care hath watch'd the fate | 

Of China's Orphan, who hast taught his steps 


In sev'nfold night, till your own hour is come; 
Till your slow justice see the dread occasion 
To rouse his soul, and bid him walk abroad _ 5 
Vicegerent of your pow'r and if thy Servant, - ARS 
Or this his soft associate, 'e'er defeat 

By any word or deed the great design, * 
Then may all your horrible displeasure | | 
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The blasted monuments of wrath. 
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Be launch'd upon us from your red right arm, 
And in one ruin dash us both together, 


Man. That here 

Mandane vows ne'er to betray his cube, 

Be it enroll'd in the records of Heavin! [Both iu. 
Zamti. And now my heart more lightly beats; me. 


With strength redoubled I can meet the shock aun 


Of adverse fate. \ 
Man. And lo the trial comes 
For see where Etan mourns See where the youth, 
Unknowing of the storm that gathers o'er him, 
Brings some new tale of woe. — _ 
Enter ETAN. 


Elan. My honour'd fatlier, - 
And you, my helpless mother, ahl where now, 


IIlustrious wretched pair, v where will ye fly? 


Where will your miseries now find a shelter? 
Zamti. In virtue and this dear faithful woman 
We ask no more, 
Man. Ah! quickly, Etan, say | 
What means that pallid look? What new event 
Brings on the work of fate ——— 
Zamti. Say, does tlie : tyrant 
Return unglutted yet with blood * 
Etan. He does 
Ev'n now his triumph moves within the gates 
In dread barbaric powp : the iron swarms 


Of Hyperboreatis troop along the strecta, 
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Reeking from Slaughter; while, from gazing crowds 
Of their dire countrymen, an uproar wild | 


Of joy ferocious through th? astonish'd air 


* 


Howls like à northern tempest: Oer the rest, 
Proud in superior eminence of guilt, 
The tyrant rides sublime. Behind his car 
The refuse of his sword, a captive train 
Display their honest scars, and gnash their n 
With rage and desperation— 
Man. Cruel fate! 
Elan. With these a youth, distinguish'd from the beat. 
proceeds in sullen march. Heroic fire 5 
Glows in his ch Sek, and from his ardent eye 
Beams amiable horror. | 
Man. What of this youth? _ 
Zamt. Be not alarm'd, Mandanes—What of eh 
Etan. On him all eyes were fix*d with eager gaze, 
As if their spirits, struggling to come forth, FE | 
Would strain each visual nerve - hile thro the crowd | 
A busy murmur ran---* If fame say right, 9. 
« Beneath that habit lurks a Prince; the lat 
« Of China's race. The rumour spreads abroad 
From man ts man; aud alt with loud acclaim - 
Denounce their vengeance on bim. 
Max. Ha! what say'st thou, Etan? 
Heav'ns, how each BlacWning hour i in deeper horror 
Comes" tharg'd' with woe! | 
Zamti. It cannot be, Ye vain, _ 3 
Ye groundless terrors, hence mma Aid. 3 
Man, My hohour' d lord, 8 _ 
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Thoze eyes upturn'd to Heav'n, alas! in vain, 
Declare your inward Conflict. oom— 

Zamti. Lov'd Mandane, Ws 
I pr'ythee leave me ut a moment leave me. 
Heed not the workings of a sickly fancy, 
Wrought on by every popular report. 
Thou know'st, with Morat I conevy'd the infant 
Far as the eastern point of Corea's realm; | 
There, where no human trace is seen, no sound 
Assails the ear, save when the foaming su 


Breaks on the shelving beach, that there the youth 
- Might mock their busy search. Then check thy fears 


Retire, my love, awhile A' come anon 
And fortify thy soul with frm resolve, | 
Becoming Zarati's wife.——— | 5 
Mar. Yes, Zamti's wiſe 5 | 
Shall never act unworthy of her lord! 
Then hence I'll go, and Satisfy each doubt 
This youthful captive raises in my heart, 
Quick panting with its fears. And O ye Pow'rs ! 
Protect my son, my husband, and my king | 
[Exit Mandane. 
Zamti. Come hither, Etan thou perceiv'st the tolls 
That now incircle me. 
Etan. Alas l too well 
I sce th* impending storm. But surely, Sir, 
Should this young captive prove the royal 9 
You'll never own th” important truth. 
Zamti. Dream not, young man, i 
To stand ecure, yet blooming into life, 
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The rights of human kind, or bravely die, 
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While vengeance hovers o'er your father's head, - 
The stock once fallen, each scyon must decay. = 
Etan.Then let me perish Witness for me, Heay' n, 
Could Etan's fall appease the tyrant's wrath, 
A willing victim he would yield his life, 
And ask no greater boon of Heav'n, 32 85 
Zamti. This zeal. Ke. 1 
So fervid in a stranger's cause — 
Etan, A stranger he! 
My king a stranger! — Sir, you never meant it 
Perhaps you would explore the fiery seeds 
Of Etan's temper, ever prompt to blaze _ 
At Honour's sacred name. Perish the man, 
Who, when bis country calls him to defend 


Who then to glory dead can shrink aghast, 
And hold a council with his abject fears 
Zamti. These tow'rings of the soul, alas! are vain. 
I know the Tartar well—$hould I attempt 
By any virtuous fraud to veil the truth, 
His lion-rage again shall stalk abroad, 
Again shall quaff the blood of innocence ; _ 
And for Zaphimri all tile poor remains 
Of China's matrons, and her hoary sites, 
Her blooming virgins, and her lisping babes, , 
Shall yield their throats to the fell mur@rer* $ knife, 
And all be lost for ever! | 
Etan. Then at once | 
Proclaim him to the world ; each honeet hand 
Will grasp a sword, and, midut the circling guards, 
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Reach the usurper's heart—or should they fail, 
Should overwhelming bands obstruct the deed, 


They'll greatly date to die better to die 


With falling Liberty, than basely lead 
An ignominious life. Zaphimri lost, 


40 l. 


Ne er shall fair Order dawn, but through the land 


: 


Slav*ry shall clank her chains, and violation, 

Rapine, and wurder riot at the will 

Of lust and lawless pow'r. | 
Zamti. Thou brave young many 

Indulge my fond embrace thy lovely ardour 

It glads me thus to see To ease at once 


Sate in my guardian 1 
Etan. This pris ner, Sir, = 
He does not then. alarm yoy ? 
Zamti. No! from thence 
T've nought to fear. 8 
Etan. Oh! Sir, inform your on 


Where is the royal heir? 


Zamti. Seek not too soon | 
To know that truth—now 1J'il disclose the work, 
The work of vengeance, which my Jab'ring soul 
Has long been fashioning. Ev'n at this hour 


Stupendous ruin hovers o'er the heads Y 


Of this accursed race. 
Etan. Ruin! 
Zamti. I'll tell thee——— 
When Timurkan led forth bis savage bands, 


5 n this great city, 1 then sciz d 


Thy gen'rous fears, the prince 2aphimri s safe 3 


5 
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The hour, to tamper with a chosen few, 


Who have resolv'd, when the barbarians lie 

Buried in sleep and wine, and hotly dream 

Their havoek o'er again—then, then, my son, 

In one collected blow to burst upon em; (horror 
Like their own northern clouds, whose midnight 
Impending o'er the world, at length breaks forth 

In the vaunt ligntning's blaze, in storms and thunder 


Through all the red' ning air, till frighted Nature 


Start from her couchz and waken to a scene 
Of uproar and destruction. 5 
Etan, Oh! my father, | | 
The glorious enterprize | | : 
Zamti. Mark me, young man. 1 
Seek thou my friends, Orasming and Zimventi : 
In the dim holy cloisters of yon temple + . 
Thou'lt find them musing. Near Osmingti's tomb 
I chage they all convene and there do thou © 
Await my coming—bid them neter remit 
Their high heroic ardour; let them know; 
Whate'er shall fall on this old mould'ring clay, 
The tyrant never Shall subdue my mind. 
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Enter Zauri. 
26 7 Aamii. „ 
Dagan on, deluded tyrant! yes, dream on. 
In blind gecurity!wheno'er high Heav'n * 


That hu:nanize the world, - e pays a debt 
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Means to destroy, it curses with illusion, 

With error of the mind. Ves, wreak thy fury 
Upon this captive youth; — hoe er he is, 

If from his death this groaning empire rise, 
Once more itself, resplendent, rich in arts 


Due to his King, his Country, and his Gd. 
His father, —wheresoe'er he dwell,—in tears 
Shall tell che glory on his boy deriv'd; 


And ev'n his mother, midst her matron shrieks, 


Shall dless the childbed pang that brought him tort! 
To this great lot, by fate to few allow'd —— 


What woulds't thou, Mirvan? 


Enter Mik van. 
Mir. Eagerly without | 
A rev'rend stranger craves access to Zamti : 
His head hoary with age, with galling tears 
His eyes suffus'd ; his ev'ry look impatience—— 


Zamti. Give him admittance [Exit Mirvan. 


lo my spirits rush 
Tumultuous to my heart what may this mean ? 
Lo! where he comes 


Enter MORAT. 
Zamti. Hal — through the veil 
Of age, that face that mien Morat 
Morat. Oh! Zamti! 
Let me once more embrace the. 
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The prince his pris ner in your son. 


Thee they pronounce the author of this fraud; 


Zamti. Good old man | [They embrace. 
But wherefore art thou here hat of my boy? 
Morat. Ah what indeed ) Ew'n from u. 
margin, . 
Parch'd with the sun, or chill'd with midnight damps, 
O'er hills, and rocks, and dreary ems = 
In vain I've follow'd——— 
Zamui. Why didit let him fortbꝰ 
Merat. Think not thy Morat urg'd him to e 
His valour was the cause; and soon as fame 
Proclaim'd the prince alive, the mighty din 
Of preparation through all Corea's realm 
Alarm'd his breast Indignant of controul 
Ee burst his covert, and now, hapless youth 
uni. Aht—dead -in battle nn unn | 
Mo. ar. Alas! ev'n now 101 2 
He dragz the conqu'ror's chain. | 
Zamti. Mandane then A 
May still embrace her son My boy may e 
To know the sweets of freedom ere be die 
Morat. Alas! the measure pf your woes is full! 
Unconscious of our frands, the mann | 


Zamti. Ah) Morat! e K Zamt. | 
 Morat. Wild through the streets the foe calls out on 


And on your Hamet threaten instant vengeance. 
Zamti. There was but this - but this, ye cruel Pow” „ 
And this Fg ve b _ mel Was it not — 
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Enougb te tear him from his motliex's arm: 


Doom d for his pi ince to wander. er the world? 

— Alas! hat needed more Fond foolish eyes, 
'$t: mp your unbidden gush—tear, tear me piecemeal— 
No, Iwill not complain dut ene on him | 


Could that suspicion glance ? «, -- | | 
Aſorat. This very morn, F . . 
re yet the battle join d, a faithful messenger, 9 
Who-<through the friendiy gloom of night had held 
His darkling way, and pass'd the Tyrtar's camp, 
Brought meitzdviees from the Corgan chief. 1 
That soon as Mamet join'd the warlike train, - 


His Story he related. Straight the gallant leader 

Wich open arms receiv d hun—knew him for thy son, 

In secret kney him, nor reveal'd he aught -_ .... 

That touch'd his birth. But still che busy voice 4 

Of Fame, increasing as she goes, through all the ranks 

Babhled abroad each circumstance. By thee 

How he as privately convey: dent forth 

A tender infant to be rear'd in sclitude, - - 

A stranger to himself !—The warrior saw 

With x hat a graceful port he mov'd in arms, 

An early hero - deem d him far above | 

| The common lot of life—deem'd him Zaphimri, 7 

And all with reverential awe beheld him. 
This, bis, my Zamti, reach'd the tyrant s ear, 

And rises into horrid proof. 5 

6 Zamii. 1f so, 1 | i 

Oh! what a sacrifice must now be made! Lide. 
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All. 
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be. d in happier days? 
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Morat. But when the secret shall be e known 


Zamti. Oh! Morat! 75 de 
Does thy poor bleedihg country still remain 
Dear to thy heart Say, dost thou still revere 
That holy Pow'r above, Supreme of beings, 
Mrstaken by the Bonzét, whom our fathers * 
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Moral. He—only he © 


For twenty years hath given 7 me n abe 


Zamti. Then bending here, before his awful thr oy 


* 


Swear, what I now unfold, shall ever He” e 


In sacred silente wrapp'd: | 1100s] nav s 


Morat. I swear |- "07019 it Dre Hannes) 2" 


Zamti. Now mark mea "PA | IY 
Morat—m * son = Turning azide. 05 vi cruel 


To conquer haturè While the heurt-strings brEKR!x 
Morat., Why dane dee vighs ad wp that burst 


of grief? 5549 e697 fan to 2927 Banus yg aff | 
Zamti. My waa Sulltless MET eimnot perk! 
| | [Bars ino leurs. 


Marat. Ha Wilt thou che@ his ble 2&2 0 ns oil © 
Zamti. Thou wretched father! TH ande. 
Morat. Oh! had you'known the virtues of the youth, 

His truth, his courage, his enlighten” mind 
"Zamei, 1 priythee urge no more here Nature. whe 

peaks in such pleadings: such eee 2-92 

Here in my very heart give woundings here. 

Thou cuns't not know, and only patents fechi |: 145 N 
Morat. And wilt thou, cruel in W nets 3 
Zanti. Nay πutf ,, „ d Oat 32 448 
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i 45 THE ORPHAN OF CHINA. 44 I.. 
| In pity to a father, cease Think, Morat— 
= Think of Zaphimri! 
= Merat. Ahl how fares the prince? 
= Zamti. He fares, my Morat, like a God on earth, 
_  Unknowing his celestial origin: 


Vet quick, intense, and bursting into action; 
His gi eat heart lab ring with he knows not what— 
Prodigious deeds Deeds, which ere long shall rouze, 
Astonisb, and alarm the world. 
Marat. What mean 
Those mystic sounds? 
Zarii. Revenge, conquest, and freedom 8 
Meat. Conquest and freedom: 
Zamii. Ay! conquest and freedom! 
The midnight hour shall call a chosen band 
7 Of hidden patriots forth ; who, when the foe 
3 Sinks down in drunken revelry, shall pour | 
H The gather d rage of twenty years upon him, 
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And vindicate the eastern world. 1 e 

Marat. By Heav'n ! 0 
The news revives my soul. tis 8 . 

Zamti. And can'st thou think, kn WM 1 
To tave one vulgar life, that Zamti now \ 
Will mar the vast design? No; let him bleed, b 
Let my boy bleed -in such a cause as this * 


T can resign my son with tears of joy 

Resign him |—and one complicated pang , 
Shall-wrench him from my heart. a 

The conqu*'ror comes! . en apc Ws 
This is no hour for parlying Morat, hence; 
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And leave me to my 0 resolve. 


Morat. Yet think, ee 
Think of some means to save e your Hamet. 
„Sanne ON PH e 0 ene 
It cannot be the soul of Timurkm 1 
Is bold and stirring: when occasion 8 
He springs aloft, like an expanding fire. 
And marks his way with ruin. Now he knw-a 
Zaphimri lives, his fear will make eden + #6977 
Beyond his former crimes<for joy and riot 
Which this day's triumph brings, remorseles age 
And massacre succeed —-and all been | 


* 


Are EY for e an ene er 


; y [A 5erond Hamed; 

Morat. That n nearer sound prochims f _ en * 
proach. le i 

Yet once acre) t at Mica m <00 u ee fs 

Zamti. No more—T'll seng 

Those shall conduct thee where Orasming lives. 

There dwell unseen of all. But, Morat, first 

Seek my Mandane, Heav'ns ! how shall [ dear $f 
Her strong impetuosity of grief, ＋ af 
When she shall know my fatal purpose? Tbou 
Prepare her tender spirit; sooth her mind. 


And save, oh! save me ee that een conflict: 
3 [Exeunt: 
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' SCENE U. 


Two large Folding-gates in the back-scene are burst open 
by the Tartars, and then enter nne bis 
Train, 

Timur. Hail to this regal dome, this e pace! 

Where this inventive race have lavish'd all 

Their elegance :—ye gay apartments, hail ! 

Beneath your storied roof, where mimic life 

Glows to the eye, and at the painter's touch 

A new creation lives along the walls ; 

Once more receive a conqueror, arriv'd 

From rougher scenes, where stern rebellion dard 

Draw forth his phalanx ; till this warlike arm 

Hurl'd desolation on his falling ranks, * 

And now the monster, in yon field of death, 

Lies overwhelm'd in ruin. | 
Octar. There he fell, 


No more to stalk th 7 realm : che eastern world, p 


From this auspieious day, beneath your feet 
Lies bound in adamantine chains. 

Timur. Thus, Octar, | 
Shall Timurkan display his conqu'ring 13 
From high Samarcand's walls, to where the Tanais 
Devolves his icy tribute to the sea. 

Oc ar. But first this captive prince 

Timur. Yes, Octar, first | 
Zapbimri gluts my rage—bring him before us ſirst 
We'll crush the seeds of dark conspiracy: 
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For Zamti—he, that false insidious slave, 
Shall dearly pay his treasons. 
Octar. Zamti's crimes 
Twere best to leave unpuniched rvere'd 5 in w 
Of sly hypocrisy, he wins the love 
Of the deluded multitude. Twould seem, 
Should we infli& that death his frauds deserve, 
As if we meant destruction to their jaith: 
When a whole people's minds are once inflam'd 
For their religious rights, their fury burns | 
With rage more dreadful, as the source is holy. [art 
Timur. Octar, thou reason'stright :—henceforth my 
To make this stubborn race receive the ke, 
Shall be by yielding to their softer manners, 
Their vesture, laws, and customs: thus to blend 


And make the whole one undistinguish'd people. 


The boy comes forth in sullen mood —uhat passions 
Swell ig his breast in vain! 


Enter HAMET, in Chains. , 


Shows, Thou art the youth, |. 
Who mow'd our battle down, and ges your ned 
In many a slaughter'd Tartar. 
Hamet, True; I am. f hew 
Timur. Too well I mark'd thy rage, and saw thee 
A wasteful passage through th* embattled plain. 
Hamet. Then be thou witness for me, in that hour 
I never shunn'd your thickest war; and if | 
In yonder field, where my poor countrymen 
In mangled heaps lie many a rood extended, 
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Kind fate had doom'd me to a noble fall, 
With this right arm I earn'd it. 

Timur. Say, what motive - 
Unsbeath'd thy rebel blade, and bad thee seek 


These wars? 


Hamet. The love of bonourable deeds, 
The groans of bleeding China, and the hate 


Oft tyrants. 
Timur. Ha — take heed, 120 youth—T see 


This lesson has been taught thee. Octar, haste, 


Seek me the Mandarine: let him forthwith words! 
Attend me here; [Exit Octar.] Now tremble at my 
Thy motive to these wars is known—ihou 3 art 
Zamphimri. 

Hamet. I Taphimri 

Timur. False one, yes: 
Thou art Zaphimri—thou hom treach · rous ole 
Stole from my rage, and sent to distant wilds, 
Till years and horrid counsel should mature thee 
For war and wild commotion, 

Hamet. I the Prince! 
The last of China's race! Nay nach» not Ny 


Nor with the borrow'd rebes of sacred kings 


Dress ap a wretch like me Were I Zaphimri, 
Think'st thou thy trembling eye could bear the shock 


Oft a much. injurꝰd king? Could'st thon sustain it? 


Say, could'st thou bear to view a royal Orphan, 
Whose father, mother, brother, sisters, all | 
Thy murd'rous arm hath long since laid in dust? 


Whose natiye crown on thy ignoble brow - © \ 
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Invokes his friendly aid to end her woes. [fears, - 


/ 


Thou dar'st dishonour hose wide-wasted n 
Thy arms have made a wilderness ? 

Timur, I see ; 
Thou hatt been tutor'd in thy lone retreat 
By some sententious pedant. Soon these vain, 
These turgid maxims shall be all subdued 
By thy approaching death. - | 

Hamet. Let death come on- bb 
Guilt, guilt alone shrinks back appall'd—the brave 
And honest still defy his dart; the wise 
Calmly can eye his frown and inisery 


8 


Timur. Thy woes, presumptuous youth, * all * 
Shall soon lie buried. 


9 = 
* 
7 4 * 3 K * 1 1 6 
ITS OT 3 r Na 41 EFB S cs * 

> * 1 4 ” 2 2 en 2 NN I * — £ 2 * — 1 
2 + " * R 1 n y 2 — K 1 
2 0 << q * N T2" n * = 5 3 n 1 7 «2, . 0 93 0 "ts. 

* n , — 2 > . tr 4 


Enter ee 


Timur, Now, 3 
Zamti. His air, his features, and his honest mien 
Proclaim all fair within, But, n * 
I know him not. | 
Timur. Take heed, old man, nor dare, 
As thou dost dread my pow r, to practise guile 
Beneath a mask of sacerdotal perfidy : 
Priestcraft, I think, calls it a pious fraud. 
Zamti. Priestcraft and sacerdotal perfidy 
To me are yet unknown,  Religion's garb 
Here never serves to consecrate a crime: . 
We have not yet, thank Heav'n, $0 far *. 
The vices of the north! 
Timur, Thou vile impostor! 
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Avow Ziphimri, whom thy treach'rous arts 
Conceal d from justice; or else desolation 
Agun shall ravage this devoted land. 

Zamti. Alas! full well thou know'st, that arm already 
Hath $hed all royal blood. 

"Timur, Traitor, tis — | 

By thee, vile slave, I have been wrought to abr 
The hated race destroyꝭd : thy artful tale 
Abus 'd my cred'lous ear. But know, at length 
Some captive slaves, by my command impal'd, 


* 
4 


Have own'd the horrid truth have own' they * pig 


To seat Zaphimri on the throne of China. 

Hear me, thou froward boy dar eee _—_ 

Aud answer who thou art? * 5 | 
Hamet, Dare I be honest? | 

I dare! —a mind grown' np in native honour 

Dares not be otherwise · then if thy troops 

Ask from the lightning of whose blade __ an 


Tell em twas Hamet n 0e 


Zamti. *Tis—it is my SON l-—— n ue 
My boy my Hamet— ; A fab. 
. rb Kod 5: 
Hamet. Far hence remote, in Corea's happy realm, 

Where the first beams of day with orient blushes - 
Tinge the salt wave : there on the sea beat Shore: p 
A cavern'd rock yielded a lone retreat | 
To virtuous Morat. | 02 
Zamti, Oh in. fated er f [Ade 
Hamet. The pious hermit in that moss. grown dwell- 


Found an asylum from heart-piercing-woes, . ling 
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From slav'ry, and that restless din of arm - 
With which thy fell ambition sbook the world. 
There too the sage nurtur d my greener years 
With him and contemplation have I walkd 
The paths of wisdom : what the great Confucius 


Of moral beauty taught, whate'er the wise, iT | 


Still wooing knowledge in her secret haunts, 
Disclos d of Nature to the sons of men. 
My wond' ing mind has heard: —but above * 
The hermit taught me the most useſul science, 
That noble science, to, be Brave and Good. 


Zamti, Oh! lovely youth !—atey'ry word Fg utters, i 


A oft eHusion mix d of grief and j; 94 
Flows Oer my heart! lau. 
Timur. Who, said he was your father ? 2 
Hamet, M y birth the pious sage — not wii 
Still wrapp'd in silence; and when urg d to tell, 
lie only ans werd that a time. might come, 
should not blush to know my father. +. ad 
Timur. Now T7 ® ; 


ck 


With truth declare, hast thou ne er heard of Zamzi > 


SS « 


Hamel. Of Zamti !Oft enraptur'd with his name, 


My heart has glow'd within me as I heard 


© 


The praises of the godlike man. > cn 51 
Timur. Thou Wee, n oh To. Zamti. 

Each cy cumstance arraigns thy. guilt!. 4s 21 e 
Hamet. Oh! Heav'ns!.... - 4a 

Can that be Zamt i? W Ar oi aA” 


4 
„ Sw 


Timur. Yes, that i 18 the traitor. | : 4 
Haun. Let me adore his venerable ome. SOTO. 
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Thus on my knees adore | 

_  Zamtii. I cannot look upon him, 

Lest tenderness dissolve my feeble pow'rs, 

And wrest my purpose from me—— 1 

Timur. Hence, vain boy | 

mn Pare 167; falze boiry thoratiee 
[To Zamti. 

Confusion has o'erta'en thy subtle frauds. 

To make my crown's assurance firm, that none 

Hereafter shall aspire to wrench it from me, 

Now own your fancied king; or, by yon heav'n, 

To make our vengeance sure, through all the east | 

Each youth shall die, and carnage thin mankind, 

Till in the gen'ral wreck your boasted Orphan 


Shall undistinguish'd fall. Thou know'st my word 


Is fate. Octar, draw near—whien treason lurks, 
Each moment's big with danger thou observe 
These my command [Talks apart to Octtar. 

Zamti. Now virtuous cruelty repress my tears! 
Cease your soft conflict, Nature! Hear me, Tartar: 

That youth—his air—his ev'ry look unmans me quite. 
Nur. Wilt thou begin, dissembler? 

Zamti. Down, down, down —_ | 
It must be so, or all is lost That youth, 

I've dealt by him—as ev'ry king could wis 
In a like case his faithful subjects would. 

Timur. Dost thou then own it? Triumpb, Timurkan, 
And in Zaphimri's grave lie hush'd mv fears! | 
Brave Ottar, let the victim straight be led 
To yonder sacred fane : there, in the view 
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Of my rejoicing Tartars, the declining sun 
Shall see him oitered to our living Lama, N 
For this day's conquest: —thence a golden train 
rid. Of radiant years shall mark my future sway. [ Exit. - 
| Zamti.” Flow, flow, my rears, and ese this aching 
1 ; breast ä 
mti. Hamet. Nay, do not weep for me; thou good old man. 
If it will close the wounds of bleeding China, 
That a poor wretch like me must Neid his life, 
I give it freely, If Iam a king, a 
Though sure it cannot be, what greater leg | 
Can a young prince enjoy, than to diffuse, 
By one great act, that happiness on millions, 
| For which his life sbould be around of care? 
d © Come, lead me to my fate. OO Pr RO Te. 
Zamti. Hold, hold, my heart | 
My gallant, gen'rous youth! Mandane's air,” 
tac. MW His mother's dear resemblance rives my soul. 
| Man. [ Vitbin.] e ee eee 
r: OE — | 
lite. Wieden e . K Gb e 
Wild as the winds, the mother all alice 
In ev'ry heart. string, the forlorn one comes 
To W 


— eee 
an. And can it then be true 
Is — nature exil'd from thy breast Ly 
Art thou indeed 30 barb'rous ? 
| * 


kan, 
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Zamti. Lov'd Mandane, | 7 ct 


Fix not your scorpions here ; a bearded,chaft 
Already drinks W. dd yh bitt 
Man. I've seen | N 
Tue trusty r I've 3 it all * . 
He would haye shunn'd my steps; but what 4 scape 
The eye of tendernes; like miue ??? 
Zamti. By beau an | 
I cannot speak to thee ! 0 1 
Man. Think'st thou those ad] 3 | 
Those false, thosc cruel tears, will choak the voice. 
Of a fond mother's love, now stung to Tant 
Oh! I will rend the air with lamentations, ::-;., ©: 
Root up this hair, and beat this DIO: TO 
Turn all connubaal joys to bitterness, 
To fell despair, to anguish and remarks, H 
Unless my son Nr rth 
Zamti. Thou ever faithful W nu 
Oh! leave me to my woes |;, 8 
Man. Give me my child ” aa 


©, YA 
"I 


Thou worse than Tartar ! give me tha, my: n r 


Oh! give him to a mother's eager amts- ef? ae 
And let me strain him to my heart! abe' 47 pot, 
Zamt:. Heav n knows 1 ade: rind 7.45 4 
How dear my boy is bere!---But our first duty TN 
Now claims attention - to our country's love 
All other tender fondnesses must yield 
I was a subject ere I was a father. © ' 
Mas. You were a savage bred in Scythian wilds, 


And humanizing pity ne vet reach ea 
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With grief for you I wither'd in my bloom. 


Would urge thee ta this peril thus to all, 


44 l. rue barnax of ev. 47 
Your beart. Was it for this oh thou unkind one! 
Was it for this---oh ! thou intfuman father ! 

You woo'd me to your nuptial bed?---So long 

Have I then clasp'd thee in these circling arms, 

And made this breast your pillow ?..-Cruel, say, 

Are these your vows Lare these your fond endenr- 
Nay, look upon me- if this wasted form, (ments? 
These faded eyes have turned your heart against ie, | 


Zamti. Why wilt thou pierce wy het? 
Man. Alas! my son, DE : 
Have I then bore thee in these matron arms, 3 
To see thee bleed? Tlius dost thou then return? 
This could your mother hope, when first she ent . 
Her infant exile to a distant elime? i 

Ah] could I think thy early love of fame 


By a stern father's will by thee to die- 
From thee, inhuman, to receive his doom !--- + 
---Murder'd by thee Let hear me, Zamti, hear me 
Thus on my knees---I threaten now no more--=  * 
Tis Nature's voice that pleads---Nature alarm'd, | © 
Quick, trembling, wild, touch'd to her inmost feeling, 
When force would tear her tender young ones from her. 

Zamti. Nay, seek not with enfeebling fond ideas 
To swell the flood of grief---it is in vain—— 

He must submit to fate! | 8 
Man. Barbarian! no-— a Kur- rise 2 | 
He Shall not die---rather---I de Zamti, 
Urge not a grief distracted woman :. ---tremble 
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At the wild fury of a mother's love 

Zamti. I tremble rather at a breach of oaths. _ 
But thou break thine---bathe your perfidious hands 
In this life-blood—betray the righteous, cause 
Of all our sacred kings. 

Man. Our kings !---our kings!— 
What are the scepter'd rulers of the world? 
Form'd of one common clay, are they not all 
Doom'd with each subject, with the meanest slave, 
To drink the cup of human woe ?---alike 
All levell'd by affliction ?- -Sacred kings!— 
"Tis human policy sets up their claim 
Mine is a mother's cause mine is the cause 
Of husband, wife, and child : those tend rest ties! 
Superior to your right divine of kings [woman, 

Zamti, Then gu, Mandane - thou once faithful 
Dear to this heart in vain go, and forget be 
Tnose virtuous lessons, which I oft have taught thee, 
In fond credulity, while on each word 
You hung enamour'd,---Go, to Timurkan 


; 4 


-Reveal the awful truth. Be thou spectatreas 


Ot murder'd majesty.---Embrace your son, 


And let him lead in shame and servitude 


A life ignobly bought. Then let those eyes, 
Those faded eyes, which grief for me hath dimm & 
With guilty joy re-animate their Justre, 

To brighten slavery, and beam their ices 

On the fell Scythian murderer. | 
Man. And is it thus, 

Thus 3 is Mandane known ?---My soul disdains 
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The vile imputed guilt.---No---never=--never--- 

Still am I true to fame. Come lead me hence, 

Where I may lay down life to save Zaphimri, 

But save my Hamet too. Then, then you'll find 

A heart beats here, as warm and great as thine. [effort, 
Zamti. Then make with me one strong, one glorious 

And rank with those, who, from the first of _ 

In Fame's eternal archives stand rever'd, © 

For conqu'ring all the dearest ties of Nature, 

To serve the gen ral weal. 
Man. That savage virtue 

Loses with me its horrid charms. I've sworn 

To save my king. But should a mother turn 


A dire assassin ?---oh ! I cannot bear 


The piercing thought!---Distra&tion, quick distraction 
Will seize my brajn.—Think thou behold'st my Hamet, 
The dear, the lovely youth, my bloomiug hero 


Think thou behold'st him---Sce !-- my child i my 


By guards sur oundęd, a devoted victim [child 
Barbarian, hold - ah! see, he dies 1---he dies !--- 
[ She faints into Zamti's arms. 
Zamti, Where is Arsace ?---Fond EE 2 
Shakes her weak frame--- 


3þ Fate ARSACE; 


Quickly, Arsace, help 

This ever · tender creature. Wand'ring liſe 
Rek indles in her check. Soft, lead her off 
To where the fanning breeze in vonder bow'r, 


May woo her spirits back. Pi opitious Heav'n! 
| E 10 


* 
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Pity the woundings of a father's heart 
Pity my strugglings with this best of women! 


Support our virtue !---kindle in our souls ( 
A ray of vour divine enthusiagm; 1 

Such as inflames the patriot's breast, and liſts ( 

Th* impassion'd mind to that sublime of virtue, 1 
That even on the rack it feels the good, 8 

Which, in a single hour, it works for millions, 1 


And leaves the legacy to after times | 
[ Ext, leading off Mandave. 7 


4 — — — = OS = Ry re. 


ACT Il.” SCENE J. 


— ERR —— — - 


* 
—" wa. —_ —_— 5 


. A Temple. Several Tembr up and down the Stage. G 
_— Enter Mok ar. B 
A T urs is the place these the long winding isles, 
The solemn arches, whose religious awe 
Attunes the mind to melancholy musing, | 
Such as hefits free men teduc d to slaves.— A 
Here Zamti meets his friends——amid these tombs, In 
Where lie the saci ed manes of our kings, | wW 
| They pour their orisons hold converse here 5 
With the illustrious shades of murder d heroes, _ 
And meditate a great revenge a groan is beard)— f 
a groan ! | Da 
The burst of anguish from some care-worn wretch a 
That sorrows oer his country——ha ! tis Zamti! ( 


ZAMTI comes out of a tomb. 4 
Zamii. Who'ahie that seeks these mansions of the dead? 4 


de 
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Morat. The friend of Zamti and of * 

Zamti. Morat! 
come to my arms, thou good, thou b best of n men 
I have been weeping o er the sacred reliques | 
Of a dear murder*d king---Where are our friends 5 


Hast seen Oras ming 


Morat. Through these vaults of death 
Lonely he wanders, plung'd in deep despair. 


Zamti. Hast thou not told him? hast thou nought 
Touching Zaphimri? reveal d 


Morat. There I wait thy will-— — | 
Zamti. Oh! thou art ever faithful !—on thy lips 
Sits pensive Silence, with her hallow'd finger, | 

Guarding the pure recesses of ON N 


But, lol they come. 


Enter ORASMING, ZIMVENTI, and eber. 


Zamti. Droop ye, my gallant friends? 
Orat. Oh! Zamti, all is lost l- Our dreams of liberty 
Are vanish'd into air. Nought now avails 
Integrity of life. ——Ev'n Heav'n, combin d 
With lawless might, abandon us and Virtue. . {thus 


 Zami, Can rr 


From heroes will ye dwindle into slaves?? 
Oras. Oh! could n 
D would smile, and lose it's face of horror. 
Zami. What---would his presence fire ye? 
Oras. Twould, by Heav'n! 


Zim. This night should free us from the Tartar's | 


Zamti. Then mark the care of the all-gracious Gods. 
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This youthful captive, whom in chains they hold, 
Is not Zaphimri.— 
2 5 Not Taphimri! 
Zamti. No! 
Uncunscious of himself, and to the a unknown 
He walks at large among us. 
Oras. Heav'nly Pow'rs 
Z.amii. This night, my friends, this very night to rise 
Refulgent from a blow, that frees us all- 
From the usurper's fate! the first of men, 
Deli v' rer of his country —- ; 
Oras.. Mighty Gods! 
Can this be possible? 2915 
Zamti. It is most true. | 
I'll bring him to ye straight ---Ccalling to, Etan, within 
the tomb) what ho. come forth—— 
You seem transfix'd with wonder oh my friends, 
Watch all the motions of your rising spirit, 
Direct your ardour, when anon vou hear 
What fate, long 1 with the vast We 
Is lab' ring into birth. | 
_ * Exax [comes de of He tomb.) Each step I move 
A deeper horror sits on all the tombs 
Each shrine, each altar seems to shake, as if 
9 of some 1 crisis. 
" Cant, Tesy 
A erisis, great indeed, is now at hand! 
Heav'n holds it's golden balance forth, and weighs 
Zaphimri's and the Tartar's destiny, 
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Hast thou beheld that picture? 

Elan. Fix'd attention 
Hath paus'd on ev'ry part, yet still to nie KY 
It shadows forth the forms of things unknown ; | 
All imag ry obscure, and wrapp'd in darkness. 

Zamti. That darkness my informing breath shall clear, 
As morn dispels the night. Lo! here display d 
This mighty kingdom's fall —— _ 

Etan. Alas! my father, 
At sight of these sad colourings of woe, 

Our tears will mix with honest indignation. | 
Zamti. Nay, but survey it closer see that child, 
That royal infant, the last sacred relict | 

Of China's ancient line see where a n 
Conveys the babe to his wife's fost' ring breast, 
There to be nounsh'd in an humble state; 
While their own son is sent to climes remote; 
That, should the dice usurper e er suspect 
The Prince alive, he in his Stead might bleed, 
And mock the murd'rer's rage. 
Etan. Amazement thrills 
Through all my frame, and my mind, big with wonder, 
Feels ev ry power suspended! 
Zamti. Rather say 6 
That strong imagination burns within thee— 
Dost thou not feel a more thin common ardour i 
RP heay'n my ou] dates with come new ih 
pulse; 
dome — inepir'd emotion Would tbe he 
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Of fate were come |==—this night wy dagget*s hilt © | 
ru oy in the tyrant's heart. — 
Zamti. Wilt thou ? * 
Etan. By all the mighty dead, alas Mind us lie, 
By all who this day groan in chains, I will. [Prince 
Zamti. And when thou —— tell bim a the 
That strikes. PH 
Eten. The Prince's wrongs shall nerve {+ 40 arm 
With tenfold rage. | 
Zamti. Nay, but the Prince bimself ! 
Etan. What says my father? 
Zamti. Thou art China's Orphan; 
The last of All our kings — no IT angel 
But now Zaphimr i! 
Zupb. Hat 
Oras, O wondrous hand 
Of Heav'n! 
Zaph. A crowd of circumstances . 
Thy frequent hints obscure——thy pious care 
To train my youth to greatness.—Lend your aid 
To my astonish'd pow'rs, that feebly bear | 
This unexpected shock of royalty! I cstrengtb, 
Eamti. Thou noble youth, now put forth all your 
And let Heav'n's Vengeance brace Wen sine w. 
Zafh. Vengeance | 
That word has shot it's lightning WO my _ 
But tell me, Zamti—still tis wonder all--- 
Am I indeed the Royal Orphan? 2 
Zamti. Thou - 
Thou art the king, whom, as 'my humble son, 
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I've nurtur'd in humanity and virtue 
Thy foes could never think to ſind el — 
Ev'n in the ljon's den ʒ and; therefore b. 1 1 
I've fix d thy safe asy lum, while my son E 
Hath dragg'd his life in exile, —Oh 1} my bare, 
Morat will tell ye all each circumstance. 
Mean teren u king! W a 
- FA kneel to him, 
Ora. b fins the Fatber of _ - 
Zim. World! 1 | 
. Zamti. Sole governor of earth l 1 on R 
Zapb. All-ruling Pow'rs!,. -. .* 
Is then a great revenge for all the wrongs 171 


Of Bleeding China are the fame wank q 


Of all pogterity included here 
Within my bosom“ ö ce al vices 
Zamti. Ves; ey a are: 10 — 6 * 
Of your great ancestors now rise before Ge: 
Heroes and demi-gods wh vhs they ** 
For the fell Tartar's blood. Mix 2 
Zapb. Oh! Famtil all 
That can alarm the powers af man, now ue 
In this expanding breast 
Zamti. Anon to burst * - 
With hideous ruin on the he gall heroes, 
Are our men station'd at their le 15 


Ora. Fhey are. 10 IONS NF 75 
Zamti. Is ev'ry gate curd 2. THe b 
Oras. All saſe. | — 2 S 


Zamii, The signal fix d? 
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Oras. It is.—Will Mirvan join us 
Zamti. Doubt him nut. 
In bitterness of soul he counts his wrongs, 
And pants for vengeance—would have join'd ye here, 
But, favour'd as he is, his post requires him 
About the Tartar's person. The assault begun, 
He'll turn his arms upon th* astonish'd foe, 
And add new horrors to the wild commotion. 
Zapb. Now bloody spoiler, now thy hour draws nigh, 
And ere the dawn thy guilty reign shall end. [friends, 
Zamti. How my heart burns within me !—Oh'! my 
Call now to mind the scene of desolation, | 
Which Timurkan, in one accursed hour, 
Heap'd on this groaning land Ev'n now I ee 
The savage bands, o'er reeking hills of dead, 
Forcing their rapid way.—TI see them urge 
With rage unhallow'd to this sacred temple, 
Where good Osmintgi, with his queen and children, 
Fatigu'd the Gods averse. See where Arphisa, 
Rending the air with agonizing sbrieke, 
Tears ber dishevell'd hair: — then, with a loox 
Fix d on her babes, grief choaks its passage up, 
And all the feelings of a mother's breast : 
Throbbing in one mix'd pang, breathless she faints 
Within her husband's arms. Adown his cheek, 
In copious streams fast flow'd the manly sorrow, 
While clust"ring round his knees his little offspring, 
In tears all- eloquent, with arms outstretch'd, 
Sue for parental aid. 
Jab. Go on---the tale 
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Will fit me for a scene of vr 

Zamti. Oh! my prince, | 
The charge, which your great father gave me cen” 
Sounds in my ear. Etre yet the foe burst in, 
«© Zamti," said he—Ahb ! that inn eye! 
That agonizing look !— 
© Preserve my little boy, my cradled infant 
shield him from ruffianz—train his youth to Virtuk: — 
virtue will rouse him to a great revenge; 
Or failing, Virtue shall still make him happy 
He could no more - the cruel spoiler sein d him, 


And dragg d my king my ever honour d king - 


The father of his people basely dragg d him 

By his white rev'rend locks, from yonder altar, 
Here—on the blood-stain'd pavement z While the queen, 
And het dear fondlings, in one mangled heap, Ft 
Died in each other's arms! 


Zapb. Revenge! revenge! 


Win wore than lion's nexye En ing wpoa ben LL 


And at one blow relieve the groaning world. 
Let us this moment carry word and fre 
To yon devoted walls, and whelm him down | 
In ruin and diamay. 940* 

By hn eee eng aebicwanly:) 
To you, my friends, I render up my charge — 


To you I gie your king. Farewel, my 00 reign i 
Zaph, Thou good, thou godlike man !—a thousand 


Of warmest friendahip all the tendencies {feelings 
nenn an it 


LY 


; 
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And fain would speak to,thee, my more than father “ 
Farewell! sure we shall meet. nt 1 PIR 0 
 Lamii, We shall | 
Zaph.Farewel l- »-Zanati, fareyelt—{ Enbroce r= 
Orasming, „en = 
The noblest duty calls us. * 3 


fo Þ 


We are the men, whom from all human kin 
75 Our tate hath now selected, to come forth 914 15 
wi Asserters of the public weal ; to drench our r sworde 
= In the oppressor's heart to do a decd (1 


Which Heav'n, intent on it's 6wn holy work 
Shall pause with engen beh ald. 
[Exit, ⁊vitb Coupirater: 
Zamti. May the Most High b 4 i * A 
Pour down his blessings on him! and . 20— 1211 
In the dead waste of nigbt, when awful Juatice. bn 
Walks with her crimson steel o'er slaughter d heaps 
Of groaning Tartars, may he then directe 
His youthful footsteps through the paths of peril! ©: 
Oh may he guide the, horrors of the storm 214i N. 
An angel of your wrath, to point your vengeance. '..MW I: 
On ev'ry guilty head! Then then, twill be enough, St 


1 A 
"> 15 


When you have broken the oppressar' s rad, In 
Your reign will then be manifest-- Mankind will see H: 
That truth and 1 still _ _ care Sl 

ge 397; [A dead march. es 


What A e Warn They lead Be 
Mi) boy to slaughter - Oh! look down, ye heavens! 
Look down propitious ! Teach me to subdue N "ny 
That nature which * gave [Ex. Or 


5 
MH 


* 
3 — 


A 2 Marth, Enter Mates, Dama Cute, Kc. 


O&Zar; Here let the victim fall, and with his blood | 
Wash his forefathers* tomb. Here ends the hated race 


The eastern world, through all her wide domain, 
Shall then submissive feel the nn yoke, | 


And yield to Timurkan. | 
Hamet. {Standing by the tomb. an is 3 


I would have him see, 


| With envy see, th unconquer'd pow r of Virtue; 3 
Ho it can calmly bleed, smile on his rucks, 


And with strong pinion soar above his pow „ 


To regions of perennial day. 
Odtar. The father 


Of the whole eastern world beende thee well, as 


When at to-morrow's dawn thy breathless corse 


Is borne through all our streets for public view. ** 


It now befits thee to prepare for death. 

Hamet. I am prepar'd. I have no last c or * 
No murders to repent of. Undismay d | 
I can behold all-judging Heav'n, whose hand 
Still compassing it's wondrous ends, by n means 
Inextricable to all mortal clue, oY 
Hath no inclos'd me in it's awful maze. 10 
Since tis by your decree that thus beset | 
Th? inexorable angel hovers o er me, 

Be your great bidding done! 

Oar. The $abre's edge 
Thirsts for his blood—then * it's lightning Fall 
On his aspiring head. 
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- [Guards 5rize Hamet. 
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13 
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Fly all unbounded to him · oh my ; qbildt-—my child! 


; Till Timurkan hear of this new event. 


And then our glorious, fancicd pile of freedom, 
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_ [within) Off—set me free t=-inhuman, bar- A\ 
b'rous rufhans l— | 
Octar. What means that woman with dishevell'd hair, Di 
And wild extravagance of woe PE A 
Man. My griefs | v. 


Scorn all restraint---T must- -I will have way! 

[ She enters, and throws herelf on her knees. 
Me—me—on me convert your rage - plunge decp, 
Deep in this bosom your abhorred steel, 

But spare his precious life! 
Octar. Hence, quickly bear 
This wild, this frantic woman. 
Man. Never, never: 
You shall not force me hence. Here will I _ 
Fast to the earth, and rivet here my hands, 
In all the fury of the last despair! 
He is my child my dear, dear son 
Oar. How, woman 15'S 
Saidst thou your on? 
Man. Yes, Octar, mine my s son, 
My boy my Hamet | [sbe ries, 1 J 50 
my eager love 


Octar. Suspend the stroke, ye ministers of 4 


Mean time, thou, Misvan, and Ne Por Be 
And let him answer here this wondrous tale. { Exit. 
Mir. The time demands his presence; or despair 
May wring each secret from her tender breast. ¶ Aide. 
Qu 


| Gp 
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At one dire stroke, shall tumble into nought. [ Exit. 
Man. Why did'st thou dare return ?---ah 1 rather 
, Did'st thou so long defer, with ev'ry grace, 
And ev'ry growing virtue, thus to raise 
Your mother's dear COS to rapture ? 
Hamet. Lost 
's In the deep mists of. diirkling! Ignorance, 
To me my birth's unknown---but sure that look, 
Those tears, those shrieks, that animated grief 
Defying danger, all declare th' effect 
Of Nature's strugglings in a parent's heart. 
Then let me pay my filial duty here; 
Kneel to her native dignity, and pour : 
In tears of joy the transport of a son 
Mam. Thou art, thou art my son !—thy father $ face, 
His ev ry feature, bloominy in his boy! . . 
Oh! tell me, tell me all—how hast thou liv' d 
With faithful Morat? — how did he support 
In dreary solitude thy tender years? 
How train thy growing mind oh ! quickly tell me, 
t Oh! tell me all, and charm me with thy tongue 
Hamet. Mysterious Pow'rs! have 1 then 1 150 G | 
! In th* hour of peril thus to find a parent, hs ol 
In virtue firm, majestic in distress, N 
At length to feel unutterable bli s 
In her dear n —— tn ne 


f 


enen — Qatar; *. ** 1 | 
Fo Tim. Where is this wild Wen ̃ ̃ h;, 
a. woman, who with headlong grief kf 

: 1 13)- 
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Suspends my dread co and? Tear em asunder— I 1 
Send her to some dark cell to rave and sbrick T. 
And dwell with madness---and let instant death Bu 
Leave that rash youth a headless trunk before me. Fo 
Man. Now, by the ever-burning lamps that light | 
Our holy shrines, by great Coufucius' altar, In 
By the prime source of life, and light, and being, | Th 
That is my child, the blossom of my joys ! | 3 
Send for his cruel father—he—'tis he | He 
Intends a fraud---he, for a stranger's life, Oh 
Would yield his offspring to the cruel axe, Th 


And rend a wretched mother's brain with madness 


nter Zauri. 


Zamti. dere tds end ene Mandant's Wies 
Struck on my frighted sense 
Timur. Once more, thou slave! 
Who is that stubborn youth? 
Zamti, Alas! what needs 
This iteration of my griefs ? 
Man. Oh! horror - horror | 
Thou marble-hearted father tis your child, 
And would'st thou see him bleed? 
E Zamti. On him - on him 
= Let fall your rage, and ent ny lat once 
= Of all it's fears! _ = | 
Max. Oh! my devoted child Te [She ſaints. 
Hamet. Support ber, Heav'nt zupport her tender 
frame! 


Now, tyrant, now I beg to live-{kneels] lol here 


. 


Ve mighty shades of China's royal line, 
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1 plead for liſe not for the wretched bon 
To breathe the air, which thy ambition taints;— 
But oh! to ease a mother's pains ;—-for her, 
For that dear object. oh 1 let me live ſor ber! 
Timur, Now by the conquests this good sword has 
In her wild vehemence of grief I bear (won, 
The genuine voice of Nature. , 
Man. {recovering}. Al !-——where is he? 
He is my son l my child |—and not Zaphimri 
Oh! let me clasp thee to my heart thy hard, 
Thy cruel father shall not tear thee from me 
Timur, Hear me, thou frantic mourner, dry those 
Perhaps you still may save this darling son. {tear 
Man. Ah! quickly name the means! 5 
Timur. Give up your king, 


LVour phantom of a king, to sate my vengeance. 2 


Hamet. Oh! my much honour'd mother, never hear 
The base, the dire proposal! let me rather 
Exhaust my life - blood at each gushing vein. 
Mandane then —then you may well rejoice _ 
To find your child - then you may truly know 
The best delight a mother's heart can prove, 
When her son dies with glory. 785 | 

Timur, Curses blast | 
The sriling's pride—— Talks apart with Ou. 


« Ye venerable host, 


LY 


Forgive the joy that mingles with my tears, 
When I behold him still ative |-—Propitious For 
You never meant entirely to destreß/ 15 


2 
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This bleeding country, when your kind indulgence | 
Lends us 4 youth like him. 

Oh! I can held no more—let me infold 

That lovely ardour in his father's arm 


My brave—my gen rous boy [ Embraces him. 


Timur. Dost thou at length 
Confess it, traitor ? 4 
Zamti. Yes, I boast it; tyrant ; 
Boast it to'thee—to earth and heavy” nl don 
This— cis is Zamti's son! | 
Hamet. At length the hour, e 
The glorious hour is come, by Morat promis 4, 
«When Hamet $a" not blush to know his father.“ 
[211 2687 2.124 | [ Kneels to him. 
Zamti. Oh how intrepid nete 2 re- 
Can your glad sire bestow on such desert? [ward 
The righteous Gods and your on inward e 
Shall give the sweetest retribution. Now, 
Mandane, now my soul forgives thee all, 


Since I have made acquaintance with my donn 


Thy lovely weakness I can now excuse; 1 
But oh ! I charge thee: by a husband's right. — 
Timur. A husband's rightl—atraitor has no right 
Society disclaims him Woman, hear — 
Mark well my words Discolour not thy soul 
With the black hue of crimes like eee © 
All hymenecal vaws, and take again F hay 
- Your much-loy'd-boy to his fond mother 8 ak. 
While justice whirls-that traitor to his fate. 7 - 
Mar. Thou vile adxiser - what, betray my lord. 


8 
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My honour'd husband? Turn a Scythian wife : 
Forget the many years of fond delight, 
In which my soul ne'er knew decreasing love, 
Charm'd with his noble, all-accomplish'd mind? 
No, tyrant, no with him I'll rather die; 
With him in ruin more supremely blest, blest, 
Than-guilt triumphant on 's throne. 
Zamti. Now then, 
Inhuman Tartar, I defy thy pow'r. 24 
Lo! here, the father, mother, and the words 
Try all your tortures on us—here we stand 
Resolv'd to leave a tract of bright renown 
To mark our beings—all resoly'd'to die 
The votaries of-honour | —_, {the slaves, 
Timur, Then die ye shall-what hol—-guards; seize 
Deep in some baleful dungeon's ep ede e 
Let each apart be plung d- and Etan togm / 
Let him be forthwith found—he too hall share 
His father's fate. 
Mir. Be it my task, dread Sir, 
To make the rack ingenious in new pains, 
Till even cruelty almost relent 
At their keen, agonizing groan... 
Timur. Be that, | 
Mirvan, thy care. Now by the foci dn 
I'll v rest this myst'ry from em else the dawn 
Shall see me up in arms gainst Corea's chief 
I will unfurl my banners---his proud cities 
Shall dread my thunder at their gates, and mourn 


Their smoaking ramparts- Oer his verdant plains 
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And peaceful vales l' drive my warlike car, 
And deluge all the east with blood. ri. 
Ogar,- Mirvanz oo thou _ * those miscreant 
slave. y 
Thou, Zamti, art my t a bold of hin. 
Zamti. Willing Icom! {Shakes bim af. 
The steady mind can corn your mansions drear, 
And brighten horror with it's noon- tide ray. 
Nlandane, summon all thy strength. My con, 
Thy ney ne not of 1 fortitudde. | 
| 3% | chile marie} eee 
| Allow me but one. lax embrace——_ 
== kb, Oh1. mother [l Jobe Guards, 
Woulel I could rescue thee dvd 35 airy” 
Man. Last; lost again! U vv 
Hamet. Inhuman, bloody Tartars | FG 


Oh! farewel ee, together.] 


l et [Exeunt, on d; ferent vide, 
A 2 * = ——— 


7 ACT IF. SCENE 4. x _ a 2 
A Prison. HAMET in Chains. Enter:Z APHINIRI, (dis- 
guized in a Tartar Dress) with MIX VAX. 


9 * ; 3 
Z « 2 7 8 © 7.2 


| 8 
Turaz aca at length on the dank n he 15 


* 


W 
# 


Scoraing his fate. Your meeting must be Short. 


Zapb. It shall * 
Mir. And yet I tremble for th' event 
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- Denotes a son of China; and r H enn 
Roll with no black intent. Say on , a - + 
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Why would'st thou venture to this place of danger? 
Zarb. And can'st thou deem me gtlien so mean of 
To dwell secure in ignominjous safety l nn 
With cold-insensibility to wait 
The ling'ring hours with coward paticnge.wais den. 
Deliberating on myself, while wein wits tet wt 
Nods over Zamti's house? Ea Found ot 
Mir. Yet whilst thou — 1 n 9" 
Thy fate's suspenqed on; 89h: dreadful moment. * 
Zaph, I will hold converne, with, him, ey*nitho? death 
Were arjn'd against the interview, ——{Exit Mirvan. 
Hamet. (gill on the. ground. ]-— What nnn 
Tartar} 10 528. i #& mm T7 4 
2 b. Rise, noble youth no pls — W | 
Hama. A Forcuard.] Now speak thy purpose. 
1 Za, Under this disguise—— 93.4 
Hamet. If under that disguise, a murg' rer 's dagger F 


— - 
_— = 


Thirst for my blood—thus I can meet the blow 


{Throwing himself oper. 

Zaph. No ruffian' 3 within this bosom. 
To these lone walls, where oft the Scythian stahber 
With muxd'raps stride hath come; these walls that oft 
Have seen th" assasgin's deeds I hring a mine 
Firm, virtuous, upright, Under this A norg 1 I 
Lo! here a son of China. 
Hamet. Yes, thy garb - 54; + $1 wat, ' wy * do! 


Zaph. Inflam'd with admiration of heroic deeds, | 
come to seek ne with the Os, 
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Who for his king would e die! ; 
Hamet. Say then, | a 
Dost thou applaud the e e 
Zaph. By heav'a, 1 do. 
Yes, virtuous envy rises in my soul 
Thy ardour charms me, and ev'n now I pow 
To change conditions with thee.—o— 
Hamet. Then my heart” 
| Accepts thy proffer'd friendship. In a base, 
A prone; degen rate age, when foreign force 
And foreign manners have o'erwhelm'd us all, 
And sunk our native genius thou retain'st 
A sense of ancient worth. But wherefore here, 
To this sad mansion, this abode of sorrow,, 
Comꝰst thou to know a'wretch that soon must die? 
Zaph. By heav'n, thou shalt not die—T come to speak 
The gladsome tidings of a happier fate. 
—By me Zaphimri send 
Hemet. Zaphimri sends! 
Kind Pow'rs! Where is the king? 
 , Zaph. His steps are safe; „ 
Unseen as is the arrow s path. By me he ea, 
He knows, he loves, he wonders at thy virtue. 
By me he'swears; rather than thou Should'st fall, 
He will emerge from dark obscurity, | | 
And greatly brave his fate. 
Hamer. Ha\—die for me! 
For me, ig ubble in the scale of being! 
An unimportant wretch ! Whor'er thou art, 
I pr*ythee, stranger, bear my answer back 


Are wrapp' d the glories of our ancient line, 
The liberties. of China! Then let him 
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Oh! tell my sov'reign that here dwells àa heart 
uperior to all perii. When I fall, 

A u orm-an insect dies — But in his life 


Live for his people he it mine to die. Wc | 
Zapb. Can I bear this, ye.Pow'rs, and not dissolve Jl 
In tears of gratitude and love? _ | Lua. | || 


Hamet. Why streams 
That flood gf grief and why that ified: groan ? 
Through the dark. mist his sorrow casts around him, 
He seems no common man. Say, gen rous youth, 
Who, and what art thou? . 4 

Zaßpb. Who and what am I? z 
Thou lead'st me to a precipice, from whence 
Downward to look, turns wild the mad ning beains 
Scar'd"at th unfathomable deep below. 
Who, and what am I?—Oh! the veriest wretch 
That ever yet groan'd out his soul in anguĩsh! 4 
One lost, abandon'd, hopeless, plung'd in woe 


Beyond redemption's aid. To tell thee all 1 
In one dire word, big with the last distress, | | j 
In one accum ulated. term of horror | 1 
. By 
—ZapMAmsi! | bo. 
Hoot: Shin thong nr 1 


Zapb. Hel —that fatal wretch, | | 
Exalted into mizery 5uprewe. | 
| 


Oh! I was happy, while good Zamti' s son 

I walk'd the common tracts of life, and strove 
Humbly to copy my imagin'd sire. 

But now.... 3 
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Hamet, Yes now—if thou art he—as sure An 
'Tis wondrous like—rais'd to a state, in which Ye 
A nation's happiness on thee depend A 
Zapb. A nation's happiness There, there I bleed! W. 
There are my pangs! For me this war began, W. 
| For me hath purple slaughter drench'd yon fields; 1 
I am the cause of all. I forg'd those chaing— p 
if For Zamti and Mandane too—Ohl! heavens!— WI 
1 Them have I thrown into a dungeon's gloom. Oh 
[i These are the horrors of Zaphimri's reign. De. 
—I am the tyrant I ascend the throne 4 
By trampling on the neck of innocence— 5 
By base ingratitude |—by the vile means He: 
Of selfish cowardice, that can behold 5 Wi 
Thee, and thy father, mother, all in chains, Noi 
All lost, all murder'd, that I thence _ rise 4 
Inglorious to a throne! | Ha. 
amet. Alas! thy spirit, To 
Thy wild disorder'd fancy pictures forth | Cor 
Ills that are not or, being ils, n not worth Sav 
A moment's pause. Th 
|  Zajh. Not ills? Thou can'st not mean it. Sha 
4; Oh! I'm environ'd with the worst of woes! ro 
4 The angry Fates, amidst their hoards of vengeance, Res 
i Had nought but this—they meant to render me F 
of Peculiarly distress'd. Tell me, thou gallant youth wi 
= A soul like thine knows ev'ry fine emotion Wi 
| 1 b Is there a nerve, in which the heart of man 2 
=! Can prove such torture, as when thus it meets Wa: 
=_ Uncquall'd friendship, honour, trutb, and love, Def 


. 
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And no return can make ?- Oh 1 *tis too much, 
Ye mighty Gods, too much=thus, thus to be 
A feeble prince, a shadow of a king, 
Without the pow'r to wreak revenge on guilt, 
Without the pow'r of doing Virtue right! 

Hamet. That power will come. 

Zaph. But when ?—when thou art lost, 


When Zamti and Mandane are destroy d. | "ll 


Oh! for a dagger's point, to plunge it deep, 
Deep in this ha !—deep in the tyrant's heart! 
Hamet. There your * should point. For that 


great deed j I! 


Heav'n hath watch'd all thy ways; and wilt thou now 

With headlong rage spurn at it's guardian care, 

Nor wait the movements of eternal justice? {[Heav'n 
Zapb. Hal—whither has my pbrenzy stray d? Ves, 

Has been all- bounteous. Righteous Pow'rs! 


To you my orisons are due But oh? | 4 


Complete your goodness: save this valiant youth; ; 
Save Zamti's house; and then—if such your will, 
That from the Tartar's head my arm this night 
Shall grasp the crown of China---teach me then 
To bear your dread vicegerency -I stand 
Resign'd to your high will. 

Hamet. And Heav'n, I trust, 
Will still preserve thee; in it's own good ne” 
Will finish it's decrees. - 

 Zaph. Yes, Hamet, yes; | | 
A gleam of hope remains. Should Timurkan © 
Defer his AP to the midnight hour, | 
61) 


Then will 1 come, then burst these*guilty walls, 
Rend thoge viie manacles, and give thee freedam. 
Hemet. Oh! no---you must not risk. 
Zaph. A band of heroes 

For this are ready; honourably Jeagu*d 

To vindicate their rights. Thy father's care 

Plann'd and inspir'd the whole. Among the troops, 

Nay in his very guards, there are not wanting 

Some gallant sons of China, in that hour, 

Who will discover their long- pent- up fury, 

And deal destruction round. | 
Hamet. What all conven'd, 

* ev'ry thing dispos'd ? 

Zupb. Determin dl -Now 

In silent terror alb intent they stand, 

And wait the signal in each gale that blows, 
Hamet, Why did'st thou venture forth ? 
Zaph. What, poorly lurk (youth, 

Wuile my friends die l- -that thought hut, generous 

III not think meanly of thee---No---that thought x 

Is foreign to thy heart. 

Hamet. But think, my prince, 
On China's wrongs, the * heroes“ groans z 
Think on thy ancestors. 

Zupb. My ancestors | 

What ist to me a long-descended line, 

A race of worthies, legislators, heroes, 

Unless I bring their virtues too? No more 

Thy own example fires me. Near this place | 
Fl take my stand, and watch their busy motions, - 


x 
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Until the gen'ral roar z- then will I come, 
And arm thee for th” assault. | 
Hamet. Oh! if thou dost, 


47 IF. 


Vet once again I'll wield the deathful blade, 


And bear against the foe. 
Zapb. Yes, thou and 1 


Will rush together through the paths of death, 


Mow down our way, and with sad overthrow 
Pursue the Tartar---like two rushing torrents, 


That from the mountain's top, midst roaring caves, 
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Midst rocks and rent up trees, foam headlong down, 


And each depopulates his way. 


Hamet. What means 
That sudden and wild harmony? 
Zaph. Even now 


The conqu'ror, and his fell barbaric rout, 
For this day's victory indulge their joy; 


Joy soon to end in groans---for all conspires 
To forwatd our design---and lo! the lights 
That whilom blaz'd to heav'n, now rarely seen, 
Shed a pale glimmer, and the foe secure 
Sinks down in deep debauch ; while all awake, 
The Genius of this land broods o'er the Wen 
Of justice and revenge. 

Hamet. Oh! revel on, 


Still unsuspecting plunge in guilty joy, 
And bury thee in riot ! 


Zaph. Ne' er again 


3 8 


To wake from that . the dawn, x 


[4 fourich of trumpets. 
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Detested spoiler, thy hot blood shall smoke | T 

On the stain'd marble, and thy limbs abhorr d 

I'll scatter to the dogs of China. A 
| H. 


Enter Mix vax. | 
Mir. Break off your conf rence-Octar this way T 


comes. H 

Zajh. This garb will cloak me from each hostile eye; Li 
Thou need'st not fear detection. Sb 
. | C! 


Enter Oc rx. 
Mir. There's your pris ner. [ Pointing te Hamet. 


Otar. Lead him to where Mandane's matron . Sl 
Rings through yon vaulted roof, St 
Hamet. Oh! lead me to her! | V 
Let me give balm to her afflicted mind, & H 
And soften anguich 1 in a parent's breast. | H 
| [ Exit, with Mirvan. E 

Zaph. What may this mean? I dread some lurking G 
mischief. | [ Exit oz the of poxite Side. 81 


Otter. When the boy clings around his mother's heart T 
In fond endearment, then to tear him from her, 
Will once again awaken all her tenderness, 0 
And in her impotence of grief, the truth ; 
At length will burst it's way. But Timurkan 
Impatient comes. | 


- Enter TIMURK AN. 
... OXar. Thus with disorder'd looks, 
Why will my'sov"ceign shun the genial banquet, 


— 


hl wo Of to » 


1. 


2 


Hast thou beheld this stubborn Mandarine? 


AF IF. 


To seek a dungeon's gloom ? 
Timur. Oh! valiant Octar, 
A more than midnight gloom involves my „ond 
aaa 
Octar. I have; and tried by ev'ry threaten'd ven- 
To bend bis soul: unconquer'd yet by words, 


He smiles contempt; as if some inward joy, 


Like the sun, lab' ring in a night of clouds, 

Shot forth it's glad*ning unresisted beams, 

Cheering the face of woe. | | 
Timur. What of Mandane? 


Oar. At first with tears and bitter lamentations 


She call'd on Hamet lost; but when I urg'd, 

She l still might save her boy, and save herself, 

Would she but give Zaphimri to your wrath, 

Her tears forgot to flow; her voice, her look, 

Her colour sudden chaug'd, and all her form 
Enlarging with th* emotions of her soul, | 

Grew vaster to the sight. With blood-shot eyes _ 
She cast a look of silent indignation, 


Then turn'd in sullen mood away, 
Timur, Perdition | 
O'erwhelm her pride! . | 


Oar. Might I advise you, Sir, 
An artful tale of love should softly glide 
To her afflited soul a conqu'ror's sighs 
Will waft a thousand wishes to her heart, 
Till female vanity aspire to reach 
The eastern throne; aud when her virtue melts 
In the soft tumult of her gay deaires, - 
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Win from her ev'ry truth, then spurn to shame 
The weak, deluded woman. 

Timur. Octar, no: 

I cannot stoop with love - sick adulation 

To thrill in languishing desire, and try 

The hopes, the fears, and the caprice of love. 

Enur*d to rougher scenes, far other arts 

My mind employ'd: to sling the well-stor'd quiver 

Over this manly arm, and wing the dart 

At the fleet rein- deer, sweeping down the vale, 

Or up the mountain, straining ev'ry nerve; 

To vault the neighing steed, and urge his course 


— 


Swifter than whirlwinds; through the ranks of war 
To drive my chariot- Wheels, smoking with gore: 
These are my pass ions, this my only science, 
Above the puling sicknesses of love. 

Bring that vile slave, the hoary priest, before me. 


[Exit Octar 0 


Timur. By heav* n, their fortitude erects a fence 
To shield em from my wrath, more pow'rful far 
Than their high-boast<d wall, which long hath stood 
The shock of time, of war, of storms, and thunder, ; 


The wonder of the world! ' 


What art thou, Virtue, who can'st thus inspire 
This stubborn pride, this dignity of soul, 

And still unfading, beauteous in distress, 
Can'st taste of joys my heart hath never known? 


Ti 


Enter Zamur1, in Chains, 


iur. Mark me, thou traitor, thy detested sight 
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Once mare I brook; to try if yet the sense W 
Of deeds abhorr'd as thine, has touch'd your sou. 
Or clear this myst' ry, or by yonder heav'n — | 
I'll hunt Zaphimri to his secret haunt, 
Or spread a gen' ral carnage round the world. | 
Zamti, Thy rage is vain—far from thy ruthless pow'r 
Kind heav'n protects him, till the awful truth 
In some dread hour of horror and revenge 
Shall burst like thunder on thee. 
Timur. Ha! beware ; 
Nor rouse my lion-rage—yet, ere tis "a 
Repent thee of thy crimes. 
Zamti. The crime would be | 
To yield to thy unjust commands. But know, 
A louder voice than thine forbids the deed; 
The voice of all my kings! Forth from their tombs 
' Ev'n now they send a peal of groans to Heav'n, | j 
. Where all thy murders are long since gone up, 1 
And stand in dread array against thee. | I 
Timur. Murders! * W 1 
I Ungrateful Mandarine! Say, did not I, "0 
tz When civil discord Fghted up her brand, | mn 
| And scatter'd wide her flames---when fierce contention. | 
'Twixt Xohohamti and Zaphimri's father 
Sorely convuls'd the realm - did not I then 
Lead forth my Tartars from their northern frontier, _ 
And bid fair order rise? | | 
Zamt:. Bid order rise! 
Hast thou not smote us with a hand Amn 
By thee each art has died, and ev'ry science 
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Gone out at thy fell blast. Art thou not come 
To mack our cities, to subvert our temples, 
The temples of our Gods, and with the worship, 
The monstrous worship of your living Lama, 
Profane our holy shrines? 

Timur. Peace, insolent! 
Nor dare with horrid treason to provoke 
The wrath of injur'd majesty. 

Zamti. Yes, tyrant, | 
Ves, thou hast smote us with a hand of wrath 7 
Full twenty years hast smote us; but at Jength 
Will come the hour of Heav'u's just visitation, 
When thou $halt rue—hear me, thou man of blood— 
Yes, thou shalt rue the day, when thy fell rage 
Imbrued those hands in royal blood. Now tremble— 
The arm of the Most High is bar'd against thee— 
And see !—the hand of Fate describes thy doom 
In glacing letters on yon rubied wall! 
Each gleam of light is perish'd out of Heav'n, 
And darkness rushes o'er the face of earth. 

Timur. Think'st thou, vile slave, with vistonary fears 


Je er can shrink appall'd ? Thou moon-struck Seer | | 


No more I'Il bear this mockery ot words: 
Or straight resolve me, or by hell and vengeance, 
Unheard- of torment waits thee. 

Zamti. Know'st thou not 
I offer'd up my boy ? And after that, 
After that conflict, think'st thou there is aught | 
Tamti has left to fear | 
Timur. Yes, learn to fear 
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My will, my so "reign will, which here is law, 

And treads upon the neck of alaves. | 

 Zamii. Thy will 

The law in China! Ill-instructed man! 

Now learn an awful truth Though ruffian power 

May for a while suppress all sacred order, 

And trample on the rights of man, the soul, 

Which gave our legislation life and vigour, 

Shall still subsist, above the tyrant's reach: 

The spirit of the laws can never die. 5 1 
Timur. I'll hear no more. What ho! _ iff 


* 
4 


| Enter OCTAR and Guards. i 
Bring forth Mandane 
Ruin involves ye all this very hour  _ | 
Shall see your son impal'd: yes, both your sons. * 
Let Etan be brought forth. | wo, 
Oar. Etan, my liege, j 
Is fled for safety. | | | 
Timur, Thou pernicious slave! [To Zamti. {|| 
Him too would'st thou withdraw. from justice : him | 
mT Would'st thou send hence to Corea's realin, to brood 
Q'er some new work of treason ? By the pow'rs 5 | 
Who feel a joy in vengeance, and delight 
In human blood, I will unchain my fury 
On all, who trace Zaphimri iu his years; 
But chief on thee and thy devoted race. 
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Exter Max DAN E and Hausr. Mix vax guarding 
them, &c. 
Timur, Woman, attend my words instant reveal. 0 
This dark conspiracy, and save thyself. 
If wiltul thou wilt spurn the joys that woo * 
The rack shall have it's prey. 
Man. It is in vain. ; 
I tell thee, Homicide, my soul is bound | 
By solemn vows : and would'st thou have me break 
What angels wafted on their wings to Heav'n? _ 
Timur. Renounce your rash resolves, nor court - 
destruction. i He 
Man. Goddess of Vengeance, from your realms above, 4 
Where near the throne of the Must High thou dwell'st, 
Inspher'd in darkness, amidst hoards of thunder, Te 
Serenely dreadful, till dire human crimes Eo 
Provoke thee down ; now, on the whirlwimd's wing i 
Descend, and with your flaming sword, your bolts. 
Red with almighty wrath, let loose your rage, 


And blast this vile seducer in his guilt, (boy. 
Timur. Blind frantic woman !—think on your lov'd / 
Man. That tender sti uggle's 0'er—if he must die, Da 
T'1! greatly dare to follow. 
Timur, Then forthwith. : 
| I'll put thee to the proof—Drag forth the boy ; 
To instant death [bey 5eize Hamet. Un 
Hamet. Come on then Lead me hence 2 
To some new world where justice reigns, for here Th 


Thy iron hand is stretch'd o'er all, [ Exit, guarded. c 


ng 


ed. 


| Dart from the tlrone of grace, and hover round him! 
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Timur. Quick, drag him forth. 0 
Man, Now by the Pow'rs above, by ew'ry tie 
Of humanizing pity, seize me first; 
Oh! spare my child, and end his wretched mother? 
Timur. Thou plead'st in vie 


Enter a We in haste. 
Nen. Etan, dread Sir, is found. 


Zamti, Ah! China totters on the brink of ruin! 
LAcidr. 


Timur. Where turk'd the r 
Me. Emerging from disguise, 
He rush'd amid the guards that led forth 3 Hamet : 
Suspend the stroke, he . then cray'd admit- 
tance | 
To your dread presence, on aſtairs, he says, 
Of highest Smport to your throne and life. | 
Zamti, Ruin impends. ps ] Heed net an idle 
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boy.— {70 Timurkan. 
Timur. Ye, I will see lum : bong: him straight be- 
fore me. ö 


Zamii. Angels of light, quick on the rapid wing 


Enter Zarniuni, Guards follewing him. 
Timur. hou com'st on matters of importance Tdeep 
Unto my throne and life———_ p 
Zaph. I do. This very n 
Thy death is plotting. | 
Timur. Ha !l——by wtom? 
_ H 
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Zaj 5. Zaphimri! 
Zamti. What means my son 
Timur. Quick, give him to wy rage, 
And mercy shall to thee extend. 
Zajh. Think not 
I mcanly come to save this wretched ben | 
Pity Mandane—save her tender frame !—{ Kneels. 
Pity that youth !—oh ! save that godlike man | 
Zamti. Wilt thou dishonour me, degrade thyself, 
Thy native dignity, by basely kneeling ? 
Quit that vile posture. . 
Timur. Rash intruder, hence. [To Zamti, 
Hear me, thou $tripling ;—or unfold thy tale, 
Or by yon heav'n they der Wour st thou appease 
my wrath, 
Bring me Zaphimni's head. 
Zarb. Will that suſfice ? | 
Zamti. Oh! Heavens! Lui. l. 
Timur. Id will 
Zarb. Then take it, tyrant. 
| [ Rizing up, aud Joining to val 
LJanti and Hamet. Ah 
Za; h. I am Zaphimri—I your mortal foe! 
Zami. Now by yon heav'n, it is not 
Zajh. Here——strike here 
Since nouglit but royal blood can quench thy thirst, 
Unsluice these veins—but spare their matchless lives. 
Timur. Would'st thou deceive me too ? 
Zamiti. He 0d 
Zaph. No——here, 


: 


EN 


M 
U; 


2 * 


I ; 


He 


1 


Sy 


AR IF. THE ORPHAN OF CHINA. 
Here on his knees, Zaphimri begs to die, 


Zamti. Oh horror, tis my son by great Confucius, 


That is my Etan, my too gen'rous boy, 
That fain would die to save his aged ire ! 


Alan. Alas! all's ruin'd—freedom is no more! ¶ Aide, 
Zaph. Yet hear me, Tartar—hear the voice of truth 


Lam * victim by the Gods, I am. 
| { Laying bold of Timurkain. 
Timur. Thou early traitor by your guilty sire 
Train'd up in fraud—no more these arts prevail. 
My rage is up in arms, ne'er to know rest, 
Until Zaphimri perish.—Off, vile slave 
This very moment sweep em from my sight. 


Man, Alas! my husband—Oh ! my son— my son. 


.Zemtt. May all the host of Heav'n protect him stillt 
LZacunt Zamti and Mandane, guarded by Octar, &c. 


ZAPHIMRI, s/ruggling auith TIMUKKAN, on bis knees. ' 


Zeph. Ah! yet withhold—in pity hold a moment 
I am Zaphimri—1I resign my crown hold 
Timur. Away, vain boy! Go see them bleed; be- 
How they will writhe in pangs; pangs doom'd for thee, 


And ev'ry stripling through the East. Vile slave, 
away | : Le from bim, and exit. 


ZAPHIMBL, lying on the Ground; Officers — Guards 
___ behind him. | 
Oh! cruel et a momen t—barbarous Seythians | 
Wilt thou not open, earth, and take me down, 
Down to thy caverns of eternal darkness, 
| H ij 
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From this supreme of woe? Here will I lie, 

Here on thy flinty bosom—with this breast 

I'll harrow up my grave, and end at once 

This pow'rless wretch—this ignommious king! 

And sleeps almighty Justice ? Will it not | 

Now waken all it's terrors?—arm yon band 

Of secret heroes with avenging thunder? [slou 
By heaven that thought [rising] lifts up my kindling 
With renovated fire. [ Acidr.] My glorious friends, 
(Who now convene big with your country's fate) 
When I am dead—oh ! give me just revenge! 

Let not my shade rise unaton'd amongst ye; 

Let me notdie iaglorious; make my fall, 

With some great act of yet unheard-of vengeance, 
Resound throughout the world ; that farthest Scythia 
May stand appall'd at the huge distant roar 

Of one vast ruin tumbling on the heads 
Of this fell tyrant, and his hated race. 


th bs 4 a4 


ACT. SCENE I. { 

The Palace, Enter Octar, ZamTi and MASDANEG 
| follewing bim. : 
| Zi. | 1 
Wur dost thou lead us to this hated mansion ? N 
Must we again behold the tyrant's frown? * 

Thou knowꝰst our hearts are fix d. 

OdAar. The war of words I 


75. 


NE 


By virtue waken' d, kindled by distress 
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We scorn again to wage: thither ye come 
Beneath a monarch's eye to meet your doom. 
The rack is now preparing: Timurkan 
Shall soon behold your pangs, and count each groan 
Ev'n to the fullest luxury of vengeance. | 
Guard well that passage: [te the Guards within, 1 
see these traitors find | 
No means of flight ; ; while to the conqueror 
L hasten, to receive his last commands. | 
[Exit Octar, on the optocite ride. 
Zamti. Thou ever faithful creature. | 
Man. Can'st Thou, Zamti, 
Still call me faithful ? By that honour'd name 
Wilt thou call her, whose mild mater nal love 
Hath overwhelm'd us all? 
Zamti. Thou art my wife, 
Whose matchless excellence, ev'n in bondage, 
Hath cheer'd my soul; but now thy ev'ry charm, 
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To higher lustre, all my passions beat 
Unutterable gratitude and love. . 
And must oh cruell--must I see thee bleed ? 5 

Man. For me death wears no terror on his brow. _ 
Full twenty years bath this resounding breast 
Been smote with these sad hands; these haggard eyes | 
Have seen my country's fall; my dearest husband 
My son—my king—3ll in the Tartar's hands 
What then remains for me? Death—galy death. 

Zamti. Ah! can thy tenderness endure the range 
Inventive cruelty ey'n now designs 
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Must this fair form—this soft perfection bleed? 
Thy decent limbs be strain d with cruel cords 
To glut a ruffian's rage? 
Man. Alas! this frame, 
This feeble texture never can sustain it. 
But this— this I can bear [Shews a dagger. 
Zamti. Ha! 
Man. Les! — this dagger! 


Do thou but lodge it in this faithful breast, 


My heart shall spring to meet thee. 
Zamti. Oh! - 

Man. Do thou, | 5 
My honour'd lord, who taught me every virtue, 
Afford this friendly, this last human office, 
And teach me now todie. 

Zamti. Oh! never never 
Hence let me bear this fatal instrument. 

[ Tates the dagger. 

What, to usurp the dread prerogative * 
Of life and death, and measure out the thread 
Of our own beings - tis the coward's act, 
Who dares not to encounter pain and peril. 
Be that the practice of th* untutor'd savage; 
Be it the practice of the gloomy North. 

Man. Must we then wait a haughty tyrant's nod, 
The vassals of his will?—No—let us rather 
Nobly break through the barriers of this life, 
And join the beings of some other world, 
Who'll throngaround our greatly daring souls, 
And view the deed with wonder and pgs: | 
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Zamti. Distress too exquisite l. Ve holy Pow'rs, 
If aught below can supersede your law, 
And plead for wretches, who dare, self. impell'd, 
Rush to your awful presence ;---oh I it is not 
When the distemper'd passions rage, when pride 
Is stung to madness, when ambition falls 
From his high scaffolding ;—oh !. no. If aught 
Can justify the blow, it is when Virtue 
Has nothing left to do; when Liberty 
No more can breathe at large; tis with the groans 
Of our dear country when we dare to die. 

Man. Then here at once direct the friendly steel. 
Zamti. One last adieu !---now !---ah ! does this become 
Thy husband's love? thus with uplifted blade 
* Can I approach that bosom-bliss, where oft 

With other looks than these---oh ! my Mandane !— 

I've hush*'d my cares within thy shelt'ring arms? 

Man. Alas! the loves that hover'd o'er our pillows 

Have spread their pinions, never to return, 

And the pale Fates surround us !—— - 

Then lay me down in honourable rest: 

Come, as thou art, all hero, to my arms, 

And free a virtuous wife, 

Zamti. It must be so. 

Now then prepare thee———My arm flags and FOES 

Conscious of thee in ev'ry trembling nerve. 

[ Dasheg, down the dagger. 

By heav*n, once more I would not raise the point 

Against that hoard of sweets, for endless Tue. 
Of universal empire. 


% 
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Man. Ha! the fell ministers of wrath and yet 
They shall not long insult us in our woes. 
Myself will still preser ve the means of death. 

[ Takes up the dagger. 


Enter TiMURKAN and OCTAR, © 


Timur. Now then, detested pair, your hour is come 


Drag forth these slaves to instant death and torment, 
T hate this dull delay; I hurn to see them 
Gasping in death, and welt'ring in their gore. 

Man. Zamti, support my steps with thee to die 
Is all the boon Mandane now would crave. 


[Exeunt Mandane and Zamti. 


Timur. Those rash, presumptuous boys, are wed 
brought forth ? . 
OH. Mirvan will lead the victims to their fate. 5 
Timur, And yet what boots their death ?---the Or- 
phan lives, 
And in this breast fell horror and remorse 
Must be the dire inhabitants.---Oh ! Oftar, 
These midnight visions shake my inmost soul! 
' Ofer. And shall the shad' wings of a feverish brain 
Disturb a'conqu'ror's breast 
Timur. Octar, they ve made 
Such desolation here — tis drear and horrible 
On yonder couch, soon as sleep clos d my eyes, 
All that yon mad enthus iastic priest 
In mystic rage denvanc'd, rose to niy view ; 
And ever and anon a livid flash, 
From conscience shot, shew'd to my aching sight 
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Oh! this dire whirl of thought- my brain's on fire! 
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The colours of my guilt: 

Billows of blood were round me; and the . 
The ghosts of heroes, by my rage destroy d, 

Came with their ghastiy orbs, and streaming wounds; 
They stalk'd around my bed ;—with loud acclaim 
They call'd Zaphimri ! *midst the lightning's blaze 
Heav'n roll'd consenting thunders o'er my head; | 


Straight from his covert the youth sprung upon me, 
And shock his gleaming steel—he hurl'd me down, 


Down, headlong down the drear——hold, hold! where 
am I ?—— | 


Oar. Compose this wild disorder of thy soul. 
Your foes this moment die. 


* 5 


Enter MIR VAN. 

Timur. What would'st thou, Mirvan? 

Mir. Near to the eastern gate, a slave reports, 
As on his watch he stood, a gleam of arms 
Cast a dim lustre through the night; and straight 
The steps of men thick sounded in his ear: 

In close array they march'd. 

Timur. Some lurking treason 
What, hol my arms —ourself will sally forth. 

Mir, My liege, their scanty and rash-levied cr“ 
Want not a monarch's sword the valiant Octar, ' 
Join'd by yon faithful guard, will soon chastise them. 

Timur. Then be it so- Octar, draw off the guard, 
And bring their leaders bound in chains before me. 
[Exit Octar. 
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Mir. With sure conviction we have further learn'd 
The long-contended truth—Etan's their king | 
The traitor Zamti counted but one son; | 
And him he sent far hence to Corea's realm, 

That should it e'er be known the . sucviv'd, 
The boy might baffle justice. 4 

Timur. Ha! this moment 
Ourself will see him fall. 

Mir. Better, my liege, 

At this dead hour you sought repose - mean time 
Justice on him shall hold her course. Your foes 
Else might still urge that you delight in blood. 
The semblance of humanity will throw 

A veil upon ambition's deeds — tis thus 

That mighty conqu'rors thrive and ey'n Vice, 
When it would prosper, borrows Virtue's mien. 

Timur. Mirvan, thou counsel'st right: beneath ashew 
Of public weal we lay the nations waste. 
And yet these eyes shall never know repose, 
Till they behold Zaphimri perish, Mairvan, 
Attend me forth. 

Mir. Forgive, my sov'reign liege, 
Forgive my over- forward zeal I knew 
It was not fitting he should breathe a moment: 
The truth once known, I rush'd upon the victim, 
And with this sabre cleft him to the ground. 

Timur. Thanks to great Lama !—treason is no more, 
And their boy king is dead. Mirvan, do thou 
This very night bring me the stripling's head. 
Soon as the dawn shall purple yonder east, 


. 
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Aloft in air all China shall behold it, 
Parch'd by the sun, and welt' ring to the wind: 


Haste, Mirvan, haste, and sate my fondest wish. 


Mir, This hour approves my loyalty and truth. [ Ex. 
Timur. Their deep laid plot wy miss'd it's aim, and 
Timurkan 
May reign secure. No longer horrid dreams 
Shall hover round my couch; the prostrate world 
3 shall learn to own my eo reign way. 


Enter MIRX VAN. 
Tau Well, Mirvan, hast shou brought the wiah'd- 
for pledge ? | (horror 
Mir. My liege, 1 fear twill strike thy soul with 
Zaph. By heay'n, the n bla my longing 
eyes, 
Oh! give it to me | 


Enter ZArnAIMRI (a Sabre in his Hand) and plants bim- 


| zelf before the Tyrant, 
E imur. Ha! then all is lost. 
Zarb. Now, bloody Tartar, now then know Condit. 
Timur. Accursed treason l- To behold thee thus 


Alive before me, blasts my aching eye- balls: 


My blood forgets to move; each pow'r dies in me. 
Za;b, Well may'st thou tremble, well may guilt 
like thine | 
Shrink back appalF'd ;---for now avenging Hear" n 
In me sends foi th it's minister of wratn, 
io geal destruction on the. 
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Timur. Treach'rous slave 
Tis fal'se! ---with coward-art, a base assass in, 
A midnight ruffian on my peaceful hour 
Secure thou com'st, thus to assault a warrior 


Thy heart could never dare to meet in arms, [ see'st 


Zaph. Not meet thee, Tartar ?---ha - iu me thou 
One on whose head unnumber'd wrongs thou'st heap'd ; 
Else could I scorn thee, thus defenceless.---Yes, . 
By all my great revenge, could bid thee try each shape, 
Assume each horrid form, come forth array d 
In all the terrors of destructive guilt 
But now a dear, a murder'd father calls; 

He lifts my arm to rivet thee to earth, 


Th' avenger of mankind, 


Mir. Fall on, my prince. 
Timur. By Heav'n, I'll dare thee still. Resign it, slave, 
2 8 thy blade to nobler hands. 
[ Snatches M irvan's sabre. 
Mir. Oh! horror! 
What ho! bring help!—Let not the fate of China 
Hang on the issue of a doubtful combat. | 
Timur. Come on, presumptuous boy! 
Zaph. Inhuman regicide ! | 
Now, lawless ravager, Zaphimri comes 
To wreak his vengeance on thee. [ Exeunt abs. 
Mir. {lus.} Oh! nerve his arm, ye Four, and 
guide each blow l 


Ent cr H AM ET, 
Mir See there behold— be ice N his prey. 
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Zaph. [awithin.) Die, bloodhound, die 
Timur. [ within, | May curses blast my arm 

That fail'd so on ; 
Hamet. The Tartar drops his 8 

Zaphimri noẽ 
Timur. [within.) Have mercy !- mercy !—oh 3 
Zapb. [within.) Mercy was never thine.--- This, fell. 

destroyer, 

This, for a nation's groans Ko 
Mir. The monster dies; | 

He quivers on the ground. Then let u me fly 

To Zamti and Mandane with the tidings, | 

And call them back to liberty and joy. _— Mirran. 


Enter ZAPHIM 1 


Zaph. Now, Hamet, now oppression is no more: 
This smoking blade hath drunk the tyrant's blood. 
Hamet. China again is free! There lies the corse 
That breath'd destruction to the world. 
Zaph. Yes, there, 
Tyrannic guilt, behold thy fatal end, 
The wages of thy sins. 


Enter MORAT. 


Morat. Where is the king ? - 
Revenge now stalks abroad. Our valiant leaders, 
True to the destin'd hour, at once broke forth 
From ev'ry quarter on th' astonish'd foe : 
Octar is fall'n; all cover'd o'er with wounds 
He met his fate; and still the slaught'ring sword 
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Invades the city, sunk in sleep and wine. 

Zaph. Lo! Timurkan lies levell'd with the dust! 
Send forth, and let Orasming straight proclaim - 
Zaphimri Eng- subjects rights restor d. 

LExit Morat. 
Now, where is Zamti? where Mandane ?—ha! 
What means that look of wan despair? 


Enter MIRV AN. 

Mir. Oh! dire mischance ! | 
While here I trembled for the great event, 
The unrelenting slaves, whose trade is death, 
Began their work. Nor piety, nor age, 
Could touch their felon-hearts ; they seiz d on Zamti, 
And bound him on the wheel. All frantic at the sight, 
Mandane plung'd a poniard in her heart, 
And at her husband's feet expir'd. 

Hamet. Oh! Heavens! 

My mother ! | 

Zatb. Fatal rashness !—Mirvan, ys 
Is Zamti too destroy*d ? 

Mir. Smiling in pangs, 
We found the good, the venerable man: 
Releas' d from anguish, with what strength remain'd, 
He reach'd the couch where lost Mandane lay; f body, 
There threw his mangled limbs ; there, clinging to the 
Prints thousand kisses on her clay-cold lips, : 
And pours bis sad lamentiags, in a strain 
Might call each pitying angel from the sky, 
To 7 9 with human * 
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[ The great Folding-doors open in the back Scene. 
Zapb. And see, 
| See on that mournful bier he clasps her still; 
at, Still hangs upon each faded feature; still 
To her deaf ear complains in bitter anguioh. 
Heart-piercing sight 
Hamet. Oh! agonizing scene! 
[The corpse is brought forward, Zamti lying on 
tze couch, and clamping the dead body.] 
Zamti. Ah! stay, Mandane, stay yet once again 
Let me behold the day- light of thy eyes 
Gone, gone — for ever, ever gone! Those orbs 
ti, That ever gently beam d, must dawn no more! Joys? 
it, Zaph. Are these our triumphs ? these our promis'd ' 
Zamti. The music of that voice recails my soul. 

[ Rises from the bidy, and runs eagerly to embrace 
Zaphimri ; his strength fails bim, and be falls 
at his feet.] ; 

My prince! my king! | 
Zaph., Soft, raise him from the ground. 
Zamti. Zaphimri !—Hamet too !—Oh! bless'd event! 
I could not hope such tidings—Thee, my prince 
Thee too, my son thought ye both destroy'd. 
Ys My slow remains of life cannot endure | 25 
8 These strong vicissitudes of grief and joy. dane! 
And there oh! Heaven —see there, there lies Man- 
Hamet, How fares it now, my father? FS 
Zamti. Lead me to her 
Is that the ever dear, the faithful woman ? A 
Ii 
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Is that my wife And is it thus at length, 
Thus do I see thee then, Mandane ?—Cold, 
Alas! death- cold | 
Cold is that breast, where virtue from above 
Made its delighted sojourn, and those lips 
That utter d heav*nly truth pale] paled—dead, dead} 
{Sinks on the body. 
Pray ye entomb me with her! [quests back; 
Zaph. Then take, ye Powers, then 1 * con- 
Zaphimti never can survive 
Zamti. ¶ Rai ring himself.] I charge thee ves 
A base desertion of the public weal 
Can ne'er become a king.— Alas! my o 
© (By that dear tender name if once again 
Tarm ti may call thee)—tears will have theiway! 
Forgive this flood of tenderness: my heart 
Melts even now 1 Thou noble youth, this is 
The only interview we cer shall have. 
Zaph. And will ye then, inexorable Pow'rs, 
Will ye then tear him from my aching heart? 
Zamti. The moral duties of the private man 
Are grafted in thy soul—oh ! stil remember 
The mean immutable of happiness, 
Or 1n the vale of life, or on a throne, 
Is Virtue. Each bad action of a king 
Extends beyond his life, and acts again 
It's tyranny o'er ages yet unborn. 
To error mild, severe to guilt, protect 
The helpless innocent; and learn to feel 
The best delight of serving human kind. 


—— 
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Be these, my prince, thy arts; be these thy cares, 
And live the father of a willing people. [lips 
Hamet. Oh! cruel !—$sce—ah! dee !—he dies !—his 
Tremble in agony—his eye balls glare '4 "IF 


A death- like paleness spreads oer all his face! 


Zapb. Is there no help to save so dear a life? 
Zamti. It is too late—T die—alas l I die 
Life harrass d out, pursu'd with barb'rous art, 
Through ev'ry trembling joint —now fails at once! 
Zaphimri—oh ! farewel —I shall not see | 
The glories of thy reign. —Hamet my $0N— 
Thou good young man, farewel !—Mandane, yes, 
My soul with pleasure takes her flight, that thus 
Faithful in death, I leave these cold remains | 
Near thy dear honour'd clay. [Dies. 
Zaph. And art thou gone, 
Thou best of men? Then must Zaphimri pine 
In ever- during grief, since thou art lost; 
Since that firm patriot, whose parental care 
Should raise, should guide, should animate my virtues, 
Lies there a breathless corse. 
Hamet. My liege, forbear: 


Live for your people; madness and Sable 55 


Belong to woes like mine. 
Zaph. Thy woes, indeed, 


Are deep, thou pious youth—yes, I will live, 


To soften thy affliftions ; to assuage 
A nation's grief, when such a pair expires. 
Come to my heart ;—in thee another Zamti 


Shall bless the realm. Now let me hence to hail 
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My people with the sound of peace; that done, 
To these a grateful monument shall raise, 
With all sepulchral honour. Frequent there 
We'll offer incense; — there each weeping muse 
Shall grave the tributary verse; with tears 
Embalm their memories; and teach mankind, 
Howe er Oppression stalk the groaning earth, 
Yet Heav'n, in it's own hour, can bring relief; 
Can blast the tyrant in his guilty pride, 
And prove the Orphan's guardian to the last. 
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SPOKEN BY MRS. YATES. 
—— u——— — 


THROUGH five long as Poe worn my vighing * 
Cenſind by critic laws to time and flace; 
Yet that once dune, I ramble as 1 pleate, | ) 
Uyy London Hoy! and whisk o'er land and 11. 
Ladies, excuse my dress---"tis true Chinete. 
Thus, quit of busband, death, and tragic train, 
Let us enjoy our dear small talk again. 

How could this bard successful hope to prove ? 
do many heroes---and not one in love 


Mo guitor bere to talk of flames that thrill; 2 
To gay the civil thing——=® Your eyes 50 kill!” | | 
No ravisher, to force us——to our will! ) 


You've geen their eastern wirtues, patriot passions, 

ind now for something of their taste and fashions. 

« 0 Lord! that's charming,” cries my Lady Fidget, 

« I long to knox i. Do the creatures visit f 

Dear Mrs. Yates, do, tell us=-Well, hoaw is it 6 
Firat, as to brauty——Set your hearts at rest. — 

They're all broad forcheads, and figs eyes at beit. 


and then they lead uch strange, such formal lives !— 


little more at home than Eng lib aide: 

Lest the poor things sbould roam and jrove untrue, 

They all are crippled in ihe tiny bor, 

A hopeful scheme to keep a wife from madding ! 
We tinch our feet, aud yet are ever gadding, 
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Then they VE #0 patio no routs, uc er take their fling, 


And fin money is an anheard-of thing ! 
den how dye think they wwrite----You'll ne er 3 
From top to bottom dowon in one ſtraigbi line. [ Mimics. 
We ladies, when our flames we cannot smother, | 
Write letters---from one corner to another, [ Mimics. 
One mode there is in which both climes agree; 
I cearce cantell---- mongit friends then let it be 
De creatures love to cheat as well as aue. 
But blese my quits! I'we quite forgot the bard— 
A civil 5oul !---By me he Sends this card— 
Presents respects-1 ev'ry lady bere— 
Hopes tor the honour---of a Single tear. 
The critics then will throw their dirt in vain, 
One drop from you will wah out ev Stain, 


Acquaints you ( oro the man is pas! his fright) 
| He holds his rout---and here be keeps his night. 
 Acsures you all a wwelcome, lind and hearty, A? 
The ladies 5hall play crowns--and there's the thilluig forty. 


Points to the upper gallery. 
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